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The author of '' The Sacred Lyre " has had no wish thus to 
appear before the public. And he has been induced to engage 
in its preparation, solely by his own conviction, and the oft-ex 
pressed conviction of others, that such a work was needed. It 
has been supposed, also, that his long pastoral labors, extensive 
acquaintance with revivals, knowledge of music, and familiarity 
with the wants and wishes of the churches in different sections 
of the land, qualified him in some, good degree for this service. 
It has been his anxious desire to prepare just such a work as is 
needed; and he has exercised his best discrimination in its 
accomplishment. How far he has succeeded in meeting the 
demand, others must judge. 

The Hymns, it is believed, will be found a judicious selection 
from the best authors, arranged under appropriate heads, em- 
bracing a rich and full variety, on the most important subjects ; ' 
especially in connection with Social Worship, Revivals, and 
Missionary Prayer Meetings. It may be thought by some, that 
more hymns have been selected than are necessary. But, such 
is the great diversity of tastes and preferences, that a large 
variety is demanded to meet only a considerable portion of 
these ; and still, all the favorite hymns of some may not be 
found. For the same reason, longer hymns have been inserted, 
as different verses are preferred by different individuals. 

It has been the aim of the compiler to select such music as 



rf PBEPACE. 

is best adapted to social worship ; simple, interesting, and soul- 
stirring — such as has ever rendered the praying circle both 
attractive and useful. This, it is believed, is the character of a 
large portion of the tunes here inserted. Quite a number of 
these are those popular airs which may have long been sung, 
but never before harmonized or given to the public. For this 
pervice many may be grateful to the author. 

For the selected music, the compiler would here express his 
grateful acknowledgments to the authors of the Wesleyan S. 
Harp, the proprietors of the American Vocalist, Dr. T. Hastings, 
and others, who have kindly allowed the use of their tunes in 
this work. 

Occasional rehearsals by those who are to use the book in 
social meetings, will be found cpnducive to the most pleasing 
and effective performance. 'The tunes in the minor key, to which 
some may object, will, by a familiar acquaintance, become favor- 
ites with all natural singers. 

May the use of these sacred songs serve to enkindle the 
devotional feelings of the pilgrims for Zion, and be blessed in 
leading wanderers back to God, and fitting them -.o join in the 
endless song of Heaven* 



THE SACKED LYRE. 



PLACE OP PRAYBB. Bs. 

For the commencement of an evening Conference Meeting, 
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Come, come, come, come to the place of pray'r, The day is past and gone, Ani 

2. Yes! tuneful is the sound Of Christians as they si ng; Wcl- 

3. Earth with her dreams shall fade.And our bodies turn to dust; But 
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on the si - lent air, The voice of praise is borne: Sweet is the hour of rest, Pleas 

come the glory round, Shed from the Spirit's wing ; But bliss more sweet and still Than 

our souls shall soar and sing In the mansions of the just; So we lift our trusting eyes From 
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ant the heart's low sigh, The glow within our breast, And the hope beyond the sky. 

lught on earth e'er gave, Our yearning souls shall fill In the world beyond the grave. 

he hills our fathers trod. To the quietof the skies, To the Sabbath of our God. 

N fc ,N ,N . _ N N 









2 Solemn Review, 6s. 

1 The light of Sabbath eve 

Is fading fast away ; 
What record will it leav^, 

To crown the closing day? 
Is it a Sabbath spent, 

Of fruitless time destroyed ; 
Or have these moments lent, 

Been sacredly employed ? 

% How dreadful and how drear, 
In yon dark world of pain, 
Will Sabbaths lost appear. 
That cannot come again ! 



Then, in that hopeless place, 
The wretched soul will say, 

" I had those hours of grace, 
But cast them all away." 

To waste these Sabbath hours, 
O, may we never dare ; 

Nor taint with thoughts of ours, 
These sacred days of prayer : 

But may our Sabbaths here 
Inspire our hearts with love ; 

And prove a foretaste clear 
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1. Draw nigh to ns Je - ho - vah, Dniw nigh to ua Je - ho - vah, 
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I Draw nigh to ns, bleat Jeaus 
Id our social meeting ; 
Oh may we find thy favor, 
Thou ever blessed SaTioaT 
^^fir iiif aoedaJ meelJBg. 



Dmw nigh to us, bleat Spirit, 
In our social meeting; 
Convince aod renovate ua, 
Adow in Christ ci 
Id this social mee 
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1. Where two or three, with sweet accord, - bedient to their sovereign Lord, 
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2. ''There/' says the Saviour, will I be, Amid this lit - tie com-pa - ny; 
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3. We meet at thy command, dear Lord, Be -lying on thy fSedthM word; 
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Meet to re - connt his acts of grace, And ofifer solemn prayer and praise; 
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To them un - veil my smiling flace. And shed my glories round the place." 
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Now send thy Spir - it from a - bove, Now fill our hearts with heavenly love. 



S JPrayer for Christ's Presence, watts. 

1 
Gome, dearest Lord, descend and dwell, 

By faith and love, in every breast; 
Then shall we know, and taste, and feel 

The joys that cannot be expressed. 



Oovne, fill our hearts with inward strength; 

Hake oar enlarged souls possess, [length 
And learn the height, and breadth, and 

Of thine unmeasurable grace. 



Kow to the God whose power can do 
More than our thoughts or wishes know. 

Be eiwrlasting honors done 
By all the cnnrch through Christ his Son. 



6 Preparation for Worship, 

1 
Come, Holy Spirit, calm each mind. 

And fit us to approach our God; 
Bemove each vain, each worldly thought. 

And lead us to thy blest abode. 



Hast thou imparted to our souls 
A living spark of holy fire? 

Oh, kindle now the sacred flame; 
Make us to bum with pure desin^ 



Still brighter faith and hope impart. 
And let us now our Saviour see; 

0, soothe and cheer each burdened heart. 
And bid our spirits rest in thee. 
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1. Hark, my soul, it is the Lord! 'Tis thy Saviour; hear his word; 

2. ** I de - liv - ered thee when bound, And when bleeding, healed thy wound. 
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4. "Thou Shalt see my glo ry soon; When thy work of faith is done, 
5, Lord, it is my chief complaint That my love is still so faint; 
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Je - sus speaks, and speaks to thee, "Say, poor sin - ner, lovest thou me?'' 
Sought thee wandering, set thee right; Turned thy darkness in - to light. 







Partner 
Yet I 



of my throne shalt be : 
love thee, and a - dore: 



Say, poor sin - ner, lovest thou me 7" 
O for grace to love thee more. 
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8 Seeking the Lord, hammonb. 

1 Lord, we come before thee now — 
At thy feet we humbly bow ; 

O do not our suit disdain ! 
Shall we seek thee yet in vain ? 

2 Lord, on thee our souls depend — 
In compassion now descend ; 

Fill our hearts with thy rich grace, 
Tune our lips to sing thy praise. 

3 In thine own appointed way, 
N(5w we seek thee, here we stay ; 
Lord, we know not how to go, 
Till a blessing thou bestow. 

4 Send some message from thy word. 
That may peace and joy afford ; 
Let thy Spirit now impart 

JPnll salvation to each heart. 



9 The Sweet Communion, turneb* 

1 Lord, 'tis sweet to mingle where 
Christians meet for social prayer ; 
0, 'tis Bweet with them to raise. 
Songs of holy joy and praise. 

2 From thy gracious presence flows 
Bliss that softens all our woes ; 
While thy Spirit's holy fire 
Warms our hearts with pure desire. 

3 Here we supplicate thy throne ; 
Here, thy pardoning grace is known ; 
Here, we learn thy righteous ways. 
Taste thy love, and sing thy praise. 

4 Thus with prayer, and hymns of joy, 
We the happy hours employ ; 
Love, and long to love thee more. 
Till from earth to heaven we soar. 
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, SnniiRnlherna of praise as ( went fori li loprn.T.BsI wentforlli to ptajr. 
■oThejuj'B Ibit I tusted in an - swer lo |irayer. In anawar to priijer. 

5, For Jesus my spirit deigned often to meet, 
And grnoe with bis presence mj humble retreat; 
Oft filled me with rupture and blessedness there, 
And gave mo a foretaste of hoaven in prajer, 

6. Dear bower, I must leaTo thee— must bid thee adieu, ^ 
To wander a stranger in scenes that ore new ; 
But my gracious Saviour resides every where, 

" I bU places give ons-wei to ^tk^m. 
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2. We come lo hear Je - hovaa speak, To hear the Sa-viour'« voice; 
9. Teach us to prs,y and praise, to hear And ua-dcr.stand thy word ; 



K Cby goodness prove, And s 




■ dued by love, 
IS At the opening of a Cimference Meeting, 

1 WitUo these doors assembled now, 

Wa wait thy blessino, Lord ! 
Appear within the midat we pray, 

■ AfRoriliog to thy word. 
H May BOma sweet promiaa be apply'd 
R Wlien we attempt to read : 
f For tliJB alone can uive support, 

■ In all our times of need. 

2 O breathe upon our. lil'eless souls, 

And raise our droopin" hearts ; 
That we may see thy amilling face 
Ere we from hence depart. 
1 And now, dear Saviour, when we pray, 
Be tbou thyaelt' so near. 
If Satan fright our trembling Muts, 
TJij' mercy ma./ , 
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13 Accest lo God iv a Ofedialor. WATTf. 

1 Come, lei ua lift oar joyful eyes 
Up to the pourta above, 

And smile to see oar Father there, 
Upon a throne of love. 

2 Come, let us bow before his (het, 
And venture near the Ijcrd ; 

No fiery cherub guards his seat, 
Ho double flaining «word. 

3 The peaceful gales of heavenly blJBH, 
Are opened by the Son ; 

High let OS raise our notes of praise, 
And reach th' alminhty throne. 

4 To thee ten thousand Ihaiilcs we bring, 
Great advocate on hich, 

And glory to th' eternal King, 
"ho layt hji ai^r bv 
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How charming is the place Where iny Re- deem -er God 
2. To him their prayers and cries Each hamble soal presents; 
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3. To them his sovereign will He gracions - ly ira - parts; 

4. Give me, O Lord, a place With > in thy blest a • bode, 




i: 



■N-N 



3 



-h 



:t 



I 



Un 
He 



veils the 
listens 



beauties 
to their 



of bis 
bro - ken 



face, And 
sighs, And 



sheds his love a - 
grants them all their 



t 



^m 



broad, 
wants. 




And in return ac - cepts, with smiles, The 
A - mong the children of thy grace. The 
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God. 




15 Christian FtMovoship. pawobtt. 

1 Bket be the tie that binds 

Our hearts in Christian love ; 
The fellowship of kindred minds 
Ib like to that above. 

2 Before our Father's throne, 

We pour our ardent praters : 
Our fears, our hopes, onr aims are one, 
Our comforts and our cares. 

8 We share our mutual woes ; 
Our mutual burdens bear; 
And often for each other Ibws 
The sympathizing tear. 

4 When we asunder part, 
It gives us inward pain ; 
Bat we shall still be joined in heart, 
And hope to meet again* 

H This glorious hope revives 
Out courage by the way ; 
WlnW eadi in expectation Ihrea, 
A^ 1bii|pi to leo the day; 



6 From sorrow, toil, and ^n, 
And sin we shall be tree ; 
And perfect love and friendship reigir 
Tlirough all etermty." 

16 Dependence on the Spirit, 

1 'Tis God the Spirit leads 

In paths before unknown ; 
The work to be performed is oun, ^ 
The strength is all his own. 

2 Supported by his grace. 

We still pursue our way ; 
And hope at last to reach the prisey 
Secure in endless day. 

8 l^s he that works to will ; 
'Tis he that works to do ; 
His is the power by which we act, 
His Im um ieJocy <i^* 



THE BiCREIJ LT 



OR£B]!rVILLl!. 8fl, 78 Ss 4s. 



m^ 



i^is^fer^ 



aibling, We, thy people, i 






lilpi^pii^^pp 



Hear vith meekness, Ht 
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ffith nieelaiess, Hear tlij word witli godlj fear. 
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Ith trembling; Speak, and let thy i 
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While our daj-s on earth are lengthened, 

I May we give them, Lord, to thee : 
Cheered liy liopc, and da.ily eCrcngtbcned, 
We would run, nor weary be, 
. •nii thy glory. 
Without clouds, in heaTen ire see. 
3 
!nierc, in worahip purer, sweeter, 

All thy pi-nple shall adore, 
Tasting of enjoyment greater 
Than they could conceive before, — 
Full enjoyment, — 
K Holy bli^ for evermore. KBU.T. 



■ 18 Tile Oaod Shtphtrd. PjICcbtt. 

1 Gently, Lord, O gently lead na 

Throunh this lowly vale of tears ; 
And, O IjOrd, !a merry give ub 
Thy rich grate in all our fears. 

0, refresh ui — 
O, refresh ua with thy grace. 

2 Though ten thousand ilb beeet us 

From without and from within, 
Jesus says he'll ne'er forpet us. 
But will save frcm hell and sin ; 

He b faitliful, 
To perform his graeluua word. 

3 O that I could now adore him 

Like the heavenly hoil abovo— 
Who Ibr ever bow be(br« bim, 
And unreaang sin^ liis love. 

Happv songsters, 
When mail 1 joujr.clMinu j^ J 
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DEVOTION. 78. Double. 
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Je - sus, lov • er of my soul, Let me to thy bo-som fly, 
While the bil-lows near me roll, While the tempest still is nigh ; 




Safe in - to the ha- ven guide ; O re-ceive my soul at last. 
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Hide me, my Sa-viour hide, Till the storm of life is past ; 
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Christ our refuge. 
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Other refuge have I none, 

Hangs my helpless soul on thee ; 
Leave, ah ! leave me not alone, 

Still support and comfort me. 
All my trust on thee is stayed ; 

All my help from thee I bring ; 
Cover my defenceless head 

With the shadow of thy wing. 

8 Thou, O Christ, art all I want : 
More tlian all in thee I find ; 
Balse the fallen, cheer the faints 
Heal the sick and lead the blind. 
/ Just and holy is thy name, 
( I am all unrighteousness ; 
\ YUeiiid full of sin I am, . 

" ^Thpia art full of truth and grace. 



20 Wrestling for a Blessing. 

1 Nay, I cannot let thee go 
Till a blessing thou bestow ; 
Do not turn away thy face. 
Mine's an urgent, pressing case. 
Once a sinner near despair 
Sought thy mercy-seat by prayer : 
Mercy heard and set him free — 
Lord, that mercy came to mk. 

2 Many years have passed since then, 
Many changes have I seen, 

Yet have been upheld till now — 
Who could hold me up but thou ? 
Kay, I must maintain my hold ; 
'Tis thy goodness makes me bold : 
I can no denial take 
When I ^l^ad to ^«a»>3a^ vt^^ 
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BWEET HOUB OF PBATEK. 






I. Sweet honraf prayer! ewectlioiirof prayer! Thntcnilamc from a world of cam, 
And bids meat my futbei'e throne, Hnkc all my wants and wishes known. 



2. Sweet liour or proycT ! f 
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of dlBtrasB anil grief, My sonl haa of-1 



fonnd re - lipf. And 
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hoar of prayer. 






e, And wait for thee, sweet hoar of prnjer. 
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3 Sweet liour of prayer! sweet hour of prayer 1 
May I tb;r uonaolationg sbare, 
Till from Mount Pisgah'a lofly heigtt 
1 view my heaven, and at the sight 
Put off this robe of flesh, and rise 
To seize the everlasting prize ; 
BboutiDEt. Eis 1 pass through the air, 
~ ' ' farewell ! sweet honr of praye 
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33 BsdmtationtoFravm'' oowpss. 

1 
What Tiiious Jiindrances we meet 
In coming to a mercy-seat ! 
Yet who, that knows the worth of prayer, 
But wkhes to be often there V 

2 [draw ; 

Prayer makes the darkened cloud with- 
Prayer climbs the ladder Jacob saw ; 
Gives exercise to faith and love ; 
Brings every blessing from above. 

3 
Restraining prayer, we cease to fieht ; 
Pray'r makes the Christian's armor bright ; 
And Satan trembles when he sees 
The weakest saint upon his knees. 

4 
While Moses stood with arms spread wide, 
Success was found on Israel's side ; 
But when through weariness they £uled, 
Hiat moment Amalek prevailed. 

5 
Haye yon no words ? Ah, think again. 
Words flow apace when you complain, 
And fill your fellow-creature's ear 
With the sad tale of all your care. 

6 
Were half the breath thus vainly spent, 
To Heaven in supplication sent, 
Your cheerful song would oftener be, 
"Hear what the I^rd has done for me." 



23 Lord** Day Evening, watts. 

1 Lord, how delightful 'tis to see 
A whole assembly worship thee ! 
At once they sing, at once they pray ; 
They hear of heaven, and learn the way. 

2 1 have been there, and still would go ; 
*ns like a little heaven below : 
Not all that hell or sin can say 
Shall tempt me to forget this day. 

8 O write upon my memory, Lord, 
The texts and doctrine of thy word ; 
That I may break thy laws no more. 
But love thee better than before. 

4 YHik t^iooghts of Christ, and things di- 
Tine, 
ESI up tlpf fimlish heart of mine ; 
Thst, iiopiii^ pardon through lus blood, 
IwKHfM <iowi& and wake witl» GpcL 



34 The Merey-Seai. stowbix. 

1 
From every stormy wind that bloin^ 
From every swelling tide of woes, 
There is a calm, a sure retreat — 
'Tis found beneath the mercy-aeat 



There is a place where Jesus sheds 
The oil of gladness on our heads ; 
A place, ofall on earth most sweet- 
It IS the blood-bought mercy-seat. 

8 

There is a scene where spirits blend. 
Where friend holds fellowship with friend ; 
Though sundered far — ^by faith they meet 
Around one ccxnmon mercy-seat 



There, there, on eagle-wings we soar, 
And sin and sense molest no more, 
And heaven comes down our souls togreeti 
And glory crowns the mercy-seat 



25 



Saving Grace, 
1 



WATTft* 



Lord, what a heaven of savins grace 
Shines through the beauties m my fiice, 
And lights our passions to a flame ! 
Lord, how we love thy charming name ! 



When I can say that Grod is mine. 
When I can feel thy glories shine, 
I tread the world beneath my feet. 
And all that earth calls good or great 

3 
While such a jcene of sacred joys 
Our raptured eyes and souls employs, 
Here we could sit and gaze away 
A long, an everlasting day. 



Well, we shall quickly pass the night. 
To the fair coasts of perfect light; 
Then shall our joyful senses rove 
O*^ th^ de^r ooj^t of our Ioy^ • 
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1. A charge to keep I have — The 

2. Let all my powers engage, This 
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Lord to glo - ri - fy ; 
call - ing to ful - fi'l ; 
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3. Arm me with jeal-ous care, As in thy sight to live; 

4. Help me to watch and pray, And on thy grace re - ly ; 
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Who died my ruined soul to save, And fit it for the sky. 
To serve and bless the pres - ent age, And do my Master's wiU. 
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And thus thy servant, Lord, pre - pare. The strict ac - count to give. 
O, let me ne'er my trust be - tray. But faith - ful live and die. 
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27 Importunity in Prayer, newton. 

1 Jesus, who knows full well 

The heart of every saint, 

Invites us all our griefs to tell, 

To pray, and never faint 

2 He bows his gracious ear ; 

We never plead in vain ; 
Then let us wait till he appear, 
And pray, and pray again. 

8 Though unbelief suggest, 

" Why should we longer wait ? 
He bids us never give him rest, 
But knock at mercy's gate. 

4 Jesus, the Lord, will hear 
His chosen when they cry ; 
Yes, tliou^h he may awhile forbear, 
He'll hSlp them from on hi|s^ 



5 Then let us earnest cry. 

And never faint in prayer ; 
He sees, he hears, and from on high 
WUl make our cause his care. 



28 JSqpentance. beddoms. 

Did Christ o'er sinners weep. 

And shall our cheeks be diy ? 
Let floods of penitential grief 

Burst forth from every eye. 
The Son of God in tears, 

Angels with wonder see I 
Be thou astonished, O my son!. 

He shed those tears for thee. 
He wept that we might weep ; 

Each sin demands a tear; 
In heaven alone no sin is'fcnuid,' 

And there's no weeping there* 
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30 Jeias pTKiau) in Ai 
JeiuE, 1 love thy charming Dame ; 
""a muaic to my eat ; 

would I Kiund it out to loud, 
_ That earth and heaven might bear. 
'Ifes. thoD art precious to my wnl, 

Hy transport and my Crust ; 
Jewels W thee are gaudy toys, 
And gold is sordid dust. 
3 Tby grace >>hB]l dveli upon my heart, 
And shed ita fragrance there, — 
The Dobl»it biUin M all its wounds, 
■Dw c-ordial of its care. 
_4_ Illraeak the honors of thy name 
Indi my last, laboring breath, 
-' " dyb^, clasp thee ir — — 
' antidote or death. 
*' 



31 The Bifde full «f Christ. 
Thou lovely source of true delight. 

Unseen whom 1 adore, 
Uuvml thy beautiea to my eight, 

Tbat I may lore thee more. 
Tl^ glory o'er creation shines; 

But in thy sacred word 
I read, iu fairer, brighter lines. 

My bleeding, dying I<on]. 
'[Rs here, whene'er my coniibrts droop, 

And lias and sorrows rise. 
Thy love, with cheerfid beams of hope, 

My W"''"E heart supplies. 
Jesus, my Lord, my life, my light, 

O, come with bliasl'ul ray ; [night. 
Break, radiant throiifrh the shudca of 

And fhaap my feain away, e 
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DULCIMEH. 




1. How love - ly the place where the Saviour appears, To 

2. A day in his courts, than a thousand be - side,' Is 
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those who believe in his word ; His presence dis - pers - es my 
bet - ter and love - li - er far — My soul hates the tents where the 
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sor-rowsand fears, And Inds me re - 
wick-ed re - ade, And all their de - 



ce 
ghts 




JOli 

Bg! 



m 
I 



my Lord, 
ab - hor. 



3 Lord, give me a: place with the humblest of saints. 

For low at thy feet I would lie ; 
I know that thou hearest my feeble complaints : 
niou hearest the young raWs crj. 

4 Give strength to the souls that now wait upon thee, 

O ! come, in thy chariot of love ; 
From earth's vain enchantments, O ! help us to fi%% 
And to set our aftotioiis above. 
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HYMNS FOB "DULCIMER." 

33 Longing for Christ in Darkness. 8WASV. 

1 O Thou in whose presence my soul takes delight^ 

On whom in ainiction I caU; 
My comfort by day, and my son? in the night} 
My hope, my s^dyation, my all 

2 Where dost thou at noon-tide resort with thy sheep* 

To feed on the pastures of love ? 
Say, why in the yalley of death should I weep, 
Or alone in the wilderness roye ? 

8 0, why should I wander an alien from thee, 
Or cry in the desert for bread ? 
Thy foes will rejoice when my sorrows they see, 
And smile at the tears I haye shed. 

4 Restore, my dear Sayiour, the light of thy face, 
Thv soul-cheering fayor imprt: 
And let the sweet tokens of thy saying grace, 
Bring joy to my desolate heart 

34 Distinguishing Grace KBNin&DT. 

1 In songs of sublime a oration and praise. 

Ye pilgrims, for Zicn who press. 
Break forth and extol the great Ancient of Days^ 
His rich and distinguishing grace. 

2 His loye frcan eternity fix*d upon you, 

Broke forth and discoyered its flame. 
When each with the cords of his kindness he drew, 
And brought you to loye his great name. 

8 O, had not he pi^'d the state you were in, 
Your bosoms his loye had ne*er felt ; 
Tou all would haye liyed, would haye died too, in silly 
And sunk with the load of your guilt 

4 Then giye all the dory to his holy name. 
To him all the glory belongs ; 
Be yours the hi^h joy still to sound forth his ^ittte, 
Add crown him in each of your songs* 

35 Prayer for Colleges. 

1 Let pure clouds of incense be wafted to heayen, 
From hearts all united in one, 
That wisdom and grace to our youth may be giyeiif 
And strength for the race they must run. 

1 O'er the green hills of science, O Spirit, preside, 
And send down thy heayenly showers ; 
Let holiest dew on each tendril abide, 
And nourish the germs and the flowers. 

8 From the youth of our country shall armies ariae, 
The Gospel of Peace to proclaim, 
O'er the land and the sea the ^ad message that flie% 
Shall e^lft) Immanuerf name. '■ 



THE SACHEIi L?BB. 
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1, The pray-ing 

2. My fee - ble 
8. liord, 



niir - It breathe, The watching power im - part ; 
nund HUB- tain, By world - Ijf ihoughtaoppremed; 
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From all en - tan - glements be - neafh, Call m my peaceful heart 
Ap- pear, and bid me turn a - gEiia To my e - ler-nal rest 
O, lead my wandenng apir - it home, And keep in perfect peace. 
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I Vt Oiriit ffiiTI hmr Prayer. nbwTOK. 
1 Jesus, who Knows full well 
The heart of every sdnt, 
InTites us all our griefs to tell, 

To pray, and never fiunt 
He bows hia gracious ear, — 

Then let ua wait till he appear, 

And pray, and pray again. 
Jeens, tliP Lord, will hear 

IEb chosen when they cry : 
Te8, thouf;!i he may a while forbear, 

He'Q help them ftom on high. 
Then let ns eameat cry. 

And never faint in prayer; 
He seas, he bears, and, Irom on high, 

'WiU make our cause his core. 



38 Xarniag Prayer Mieting. eAC, LIBIO*. 

1 How sweet the melting lay, 

Which breaks npon tiie ear. 

When, at the hour of riane dayi 

Believers jtiin in prayer T 

2 The breezes waft their cries 

Up to Jehovah's throne ; 
He ustene to their humble ^ht, 
And sends his blesaiDgs down. 

3 So Je^tu rose to pray 

Before tlie morning light, — 
Once on the chilling mount did itsjr, 
And wrestle all (he night 

4 Glory to God on high, 

Who sends his blej^ngs down 
To rescue souls condeintied to iliei 
And make bli people i 
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»Here I raige my EbenesCT ; 
Hither by ihy help I'm come ; 
And I hope, by thy good pleasurei 
Safely to aniTe ot home : 
Jeans MUfcht me when > stranger. 

Wandering from the fold of God; 
He, to BUve my soul iVom danger, 
Inierposed his prec^ibiw blood. 
X O, to sraoe how gmat a debtor 
Daily I'm constrained to be 1 
_ it thtit grof.e, LonI, like a fetter, 
^ Bmd my wandering heart to ihee. 
Prone to wander, LoH, I feel it; 
Prone to leave the Giod I love; 

!'9 my heart; Lord, lake a ud seal it, 
Seal it from thy courts above. 




40 Praise for RedenpHoti. bpib, OOL, 
1 Praise, my soul, the God that sought tiee, 
Wrclfhed wanderer, far afltrny; 
Found thee lost, and kindly brought thee, 
From the paths of death away: 
3 Praise, with love's devoutest feeling, 
Him who saw thy guilt-bom fear, 
And, the lieht of hope revealing. 
Bade the blood-stained cross appear. 

3 Lord, this bosom'a ardent fbeling, 

Vainly would my lija express : 
Low before thy fbotetool kneeling. 
Deign thy suppliant's prayer to bless. 

4 Let thy grace, my soul'a i^hief treasure, 



Love s pure flame withb 
And, nnec words can neve 
Let my life show forth thy praise ) 
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I aleal awhile a ■ way From every cumbering care, And 
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2 I love in solitude to s^ed 

The penitential tear; 
And all hi* promisua to plead, 
Where none hut Goil can hear. 

3 I love to ihink on mercies past, 

And future good implore, 
An'l all my liaroa and sorrows cast, 
On him whom I adore. 
i 1 loTG by faith to take a view 
Of brighter scenes in heaven i 
The Tirospeot dcFth my strength renew, 
Wuile here by tempests driven. 
S COiUB, when hfe's Ifrikoine day is o'er, 



42 The Boar of Praj/er. non-E's 001- 

1 The hour of prayer once more is come, 

And here arain we meet; 
Thanks to the Lord, t^ere yet is room 
To bow at Jesus' fi«t, 

2 By faith in prayer before thee. Lend, 

Help us to spread our case ; 
And to our waiting goals afibrd 

Some tokens of thy grace. 
8 The helpless, poor, and needv goul, 

The tempted and distressed, [whole, 
Dear Lord, relieve ! O Lord, nu^ 

And calm each troubled breaat 
4 The faith and hope, the joy and \an. 

Of aU thy saints increase ; 
Hardness and blindness, Lord, remoiv 

And GU OUT hearte with peace. 
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Author of Mtude of Mature. 




1. Sweet was the time when first I felt The SavioiiT's pard'niiig blood 
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Applied to cleanse my soul from guilt, And bring me home to Grod. 
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2 Soon as the mom the light revealed, 
His praises tuned my tongue ; 
And when the evening shades prevail'd, 
His love was all my song. 

I In prayer my soul drew near the Lord, 
And saw his glory shine ; 
And when I reaS his holy word, 
I called each prcmiise mine. 

4 But now, when evening shade prevails^ 
My soul in darkness mourns ; 
And when the mom the light reveals, 
No light to me returns. 

6 Bise^ Lord, and help me to prevail ; 
O make my soul thy care ; 
I know thy mercy cannot fail ; — 
Let me liiait mercy share, kiwton. 



44 Christ cameto give Life. — ^John iix. 16, 17. 

1 Come, happy souls, approach your God 

With new melodious songs ; 
Come, render to Almighty grace 
The tribute of your tongues. 

2 The hands of Jesus were not armed 

With an avenging rod. 
Some dread commission to perfinm 
From an offended God. 

3 So strange, so boundless was his love 

To guilty, dying men, 
The Father sent his equal Son, 
To give them life again. 

4 Ye sinners, come and heal vour woundsi' 

And let your tears be (fry ; 
Trust in the mighty Saviour's name, 
And fofd shau never die. Watt». 
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- f My God, per - mit mc not to b*». A 

' { A - midst a thou - sand thoughts I rove, For- 

Why should 1 cleave to things be - low, And 
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stranger to my - self and thee ; ) 
set - ftd of my lugh - est love. ) 2. 
&t my God, my Saviour go. 



Why should my ^ pas - sions 
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heavenly bird.? 
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Call me away fitnn flesh and sense ; « 
One sov'reign word can draw m» thence : 
I would obey the voice divine. 
And all inferior joys reagn. 

4 
Be earth, with all her scenes, withdrawn ; 
Let noise and vanity begone : 
In secret olence of the mind 
My heaven, and tiiere my God, I find. 

WATTS. 
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The Mereif'Stai, stowbll. 
1 
From every stormy wind that blows, 
From every swelling tide of woes, 
There is a calm, a sure retreat*- 
'^Jbund beibre the meit!T4e&t. 



There is a place where Jesus sheds 
The (hI of gladness on our heads; 
A place, ofall on earth most sweet-^ 
It 18 the blood4x>ught mercy-fleat 



There is a scene where spirits blend, 
Where friend holds fbllowship with friend ; 
Though sundered far — ^by faith they meet 
Around one common mercy-eeat 



There, there, on eagle-wings we soar, 
And sin and sense molest no more, 
And heaven comes down our souls togreoli 
And f^iory crowns the mercy*seat 
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TBB CHBISTIAN'a WABTS. t. K. 
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1. Je - sas^mj strength, my hope, On thee, I cast my care; 
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With humble con - fi - dence look up, And know thou hearest prayer. 
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2 I waat a heart to pray, 

To pray and never ceafe ; 

Kever to muftBur at thyitay, 

- But rest on. thee for peace. 

I want a sober mind ; 
jIl wl^Teiioimciag wOI, 
Tlu^ trai^les down and caits behind 
The baits of pleasing ilL 



4 I want a godlpr fear, 

A quick, discerning eye, 

Tliat looks to thee wheoi sin it 

And sees the tempter ty. 
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5 I want a just eoncem 

For thme immortal praise ; 
A puxe desire that all may kaxn, 
. And £^onfy tiiy grace. 

6 I want, I know not wliat, 

I want my wants to see ; 
I want — alas I what want I not. 
When thou art not with me ? 
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48 Song of Mosm and the Lamb, 
Awake, and sins the song 

Of Moses and the L^mb ; 
Wake, every heart and every tongof 

To praise the Saviour's name. 

Sin^ of his dying love, 

Smg of iiis risii^ power, 
Si^ how he intercedes above 

]^r those whose sins he bore, 

Sing till we feel our heart 
Ascending with our tongue ; 

Sing till the love of sin depart^ 
And grace inspire our song. 

Stmt on your heavenly way, 
xe ransomed anners, rang; 

l^ng on, rejoicing every day 
In Christ, th' eternal King. 

Soon shall we hear him say, 
*' Ye blessed children, come ;* 

Soon will he call us hence away, 
And take his wanderers home. 

Soon shall our raptured tongue 
His endless praise proclaim. 

And sweeter vmces tune the song 
« Of Moses and the Lamb." 
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HYMNS FOR "THERE'S NOT A STAB." 



50 Searel Prayer. ak on. 

1 
-fiweet m tiie prayer whose holy stream 

In earnest pleading flows ; 
DoYOtion dwells upon the theme, 

And warm and wanner glows. 

2 
Faith gra^ the blessing she desires ; 

Hope points the upward gaze ; 
And Love, celestial Love, inspires 

The eloquence of pzaise. 

8 

But sweeter far the still small voice, 

Unheard by human ear, 
When God has made the heart rejoice, 

Ajid dried the bitter tear. 



No accents flow, no words ascend; 

All utterance fsdleth there ; 
Bnt sainted spirits comprehend, 

And God accepts the prayer 1 



51 Prayer Divinely Jrupired, beddomb. 

1 
Fmer is the breath of God in man 

Betonung whence it came ; 
Love is the sacred fire within. 
And prayer the rising flame. 

2 
It gives the burdened spirit ease, 

And soothes the trouoled breast ; 
Yialds oomfort to the mourners here, 

And to the weary rest 

8 
When God inclines the heart to pray. 

He hath an ear to hear ; 
Xd him there's muac in a groan, 

And beauty in a tear. 



The humble suppliant cannot &il 
To have his wants supplied, 

Since he for sinners intercedes, 
Who once lor sinners died. 



52 



xoirTooxBar 



Prayer. 
1 
Pwer is the contrite sinnor^s voice, 

Ketumine fix>m his ways, 
While angels in their songs rejoice, 
And cry, " Behold, he prays." 



The saints in prayer appear as one 
In word, in deed, and mind ; 

While with the Father and the Son 
Sweet fellowship they find. 



Nor prayer is made on earth alone ; 

The Holy Spirit pleads, 
And Jesus, on th' eternal throne. 

For sinners mtercedes. 



O Thou, by whom we come to God,— 
The life, the truth, the way, — 

The path of prayer thyself hast trod ; 
Lord, teach us how to pray. 



53 The diver ofaU Good, addibo*. 

1 
When all thy mercies, O my God, 

My risinff soul survey 
Tranqxnrt^ with the view, Pm lost 

In wonder, love, and praise. 

2 

Ten thousand thousand precious gifts 

My daily thanks employ ; 
Nor IS the least a cheerful heart, 
4^ That tastes those ^fls with joy. 

8 

Through every period of my lifb, * 

Thy goodness I'll pursue ; 
And after death, in distant worlds, 

The glorious theme renew. 



Through all eternity, to thee 
A joyful s(mg 111 raise : 

But On, etemi^'s too short 
To utter all thy praise 1 
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^^B S "Til here the tree of knoirledge groirs, 

^^H And )delda a &ee repast \ 

^^M Here purer aweeU than nature knows 

^^B Invite the loDgiug taste. 

^^^S Tis here the Saviour'a welcome -mce 

^^■4 Ot™^T these bearenly pages be 
^^F My eveinleAr delight; 
^^ And mill new beautjeg may I nee, 
And fltill inoreafflDg light 
B DlrinB liifllru^lor, gracious Lord, 
I Bo thou forever near ; 

Teach me W love thj- sacred word, 
ind view my Bai^our here. 



S5 The Bible tlie Light of Oe World. 

1 What glory gilds the gacred page I 

Majestic, Uke the sun, 
It rives & Mit to every age ; 
It gives, but boTTOWB noo ~ 

2 The power that gave it itil! 

The gracious f^ht and b 

Its truths upon the natioDS ri 

Tliey rise, but never set 

3 Let everlattitig thanks be tl 

For sui'U a bright dieplay 
As makes a world of darknn 

With beams of heavenly day. 
i My soul rejoices to pursue 

The steps of Him I love, 
Till glory Breaks upon my v 

In brighter worlda above. 
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n Thj-headimy Saviour and inj- Lord ; 
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For thou Uaat brought aalvation down, And stored ils blessings in thy iTord. 




rain llie trembling conscience aeeka 
[ fiome solid ground to rest upon ; 
'"' L deep despair tlie spirit brealu, 
e apply to Christ alone. 
3 
now "ell tliy bleued trntlu agree I 

Howwiso iuid boly thy eommaDda'. 
Thy pmniifes, bow large and tree I 
Firm on this ground onr comfort stands. 

Should all the Bchem« that men devise 
Aasaolt my Tailli with trewhoroua art ; 

rd count them vanity and lies, 
And bind the gospel to my heart. 

^_ [3*] WATTS. 



1 lovE the sacred book of God ; 

No other can its place supply : 
It points me to the saints' abode, 
It gives me wings, and bids me flv 
2 
Swe«t book ! in thee my eyes discern 

The imago of my absent Lord t 

From thine inBtrucdve page I learn 

The joys hia preseni;e wiU afford 

3 

But while I'm here, thou shalt supply 

liis place, and tell mo of his love: 

I'll read with faith's discerning eye, 

And thus partake of joys abova. 
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80 THE BACKED LTBE. 

THE FAMILY BIBIJS. 12s & lis. 
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I, For-grt-iul of gift! IP 



Chorus. 
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Armaged for tUi wock. 



^^ 



i=t=t 



rt: 





t: 



i 



E^^H 



1. What is the world ? a wildering maze,Wliero sia hath tracked ten 
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thousand ways, Her yictims to en - snare ; All broad, and wind - ing, 
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and aslope, All tempting with per - fidious hope, All endmg in de - spair. 
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2 Millions of pilgrims throng these roads, , 
Bearing their baubles or t£eir loads 

Down to eternal night : 
One only path that never bends, 
Narrow, and rough, and steep, asoends 

From darkness into light. 

8 Is there no guide td show that path ? 
The Bible ! — He alone who hath 

The Bible need not stray ; 
But he who hath, and will not give 
That light of life to all that live, 

Himself shall lose the way. montgomert. 
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2 ! shine on this benighted heart — 
With beams of mercy shine ; 
And let thy healing voice impart 
A taste of jojs divine. 
^ Tliy presence only run hestow 
Delights which never cloy : 
Be this my aolace here bcldw, 
And my eteniai joy. 
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Za^ M Varktttts, xoobs. 
1 
O Thoa who dry'st the mourner's tear, 

How dark this world would be, 
l£f when by sorrows wounded here, 
We could not fly to thee 1 



The fnends, who in our sunshine lire, 
When winter comes, are flown ; 

And he who has but tears to giye, 
Must weep those tears alone. 



O, who could bear life's tUmay doom, 

JXd not tlnr wii^ of love 
Come, brightly waranff through the gloom 

Our peace-branch nom abore ? 

4 [[bright, 

Then sorrow, touched by thee, giowi 

With more than rapture's ray ; 
As darkness shows us worlds of light 

We ncTcr saw by day. 



tRncerUy in Praper, sag. TOBtXT. 
1 
"Lord, when we bow before thy tkrone, 

And our con&asions pour, 
Of may we feel the nns we own, 
And hate what we deplore. 



Our contrite spirits, pitying, see ; 

True penitence impart ; 
AiKd let a healing ray frtm thee, 

Beam hope on eyery heart 

"8 
Wl^ ^>^ disclose our wants in prayer, 

O, let our wills reagn. 
And not a thought our bosom shard 

Which is not wholly thine. 



Let Mih each meek petition fill, 

And waft it to the skies. 
And teach our hearts 'tis goodnefli, stfil, 

IImA Inmnti it, or denies. 



63 



Th* Camp attim $f 0^ 



O Thou, the wretchcd's sure ratrwit, 
Who canst our cares control, 

Look down, and with thy smile of peieei 
Reyiye the fainring bouL 



New life fix>m thy refreshing gi%C# 
Our sinking hearts receiye ; 

Thy gentle, l^st-loyed attribute. 
To pity and forgiye. 

8 
From that blest source, -jxogiikm hope 

Appears serenely bright ; 
And sheds her soft, diflusiye beam 

O'er forrow's dismal ni^xt 

4 
Our griefi confess her yital power, 

And bless her friendly ray ; 
Br%ht herald to the smiling mom 

Of eyerlasting day. 



64 Longing for a Closer WaJk with €MU 

1 
O, fiir a closer walk with God, 

A calm and heayenly frame ; 
A Ijglit, to shine upon the road 

That lei^ me to the Lamb. 



Where is the blessedness I knew. 
When first I saw the Lord ? 

Where is the soul-refiieshing yiew 
Of Jesus and his word ? 

8 
What peaceful hours I once enjoyed 

How sweet their memory stiU I 
But they haye left an achmg yoid 

The world can neyer filL 



Betum, O holy Doye ! return- 
Sweet messenger of rest I 

I hate the sins that made thee monro, 
And dyeye thee from my breast. 
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SOCIAL WOBSHIP. 



HYMNS FOB "TURNER." 



2 



Look, how we grovel here below, 
Fond of these triflins toys ! 

Our souls can neither Sy nor go, 
To reach eternal joys. 



In vain we tune our formal songs, 
In vain we striye to rise ; 

Ilosannas languish on our tcmgues. 
And our devotion diea. 



Dear Lord, and shall we ever live 
At this poor, dying rate ? 

Our love so faint, so cold to thee, 
And thine to us so great ? 



Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove, 
With aU thy quickening powers : 

C<»ne, shed abroad a Saviour's love. 
And that shall kindle ours, watts. 



«6 



Beviving Spirit, pkatt's coll. 



Eternal Spirit, God of truth. 
Our contrite hearts inspire ; 

Bevive the flame of heavenly love, 
And feed the pure desire. 



Tia thine to soothe the sorrowing mind, 
With guilt and fear oppressed ; 

lis thine to bid the dying live. 
And give the weaiy rest 

3 
Bbbdue the power of every sin, 

Whatever that sin may be. 
That we, with humble, holy heart, 

May worship only thee. 

4 
Then with our spirits witness bear 

That we are sons of God, 
JBfedeeined fixim sin, fix>m deiEkth,aiidhell, 
,:Xlmni^ Christ's atoning Uood. 



67 The Spiriei PreseNos derif^d, 

1 
Spirit divine, attend our prayer, 

Now make this place thy home ; 
Descend, with all th^ gracious ponirer; 

O come, great Spirit, come 1 



Come as the light ; to us reveal 
Our sinfulness and woe; 

And lead us in the paths of li&, 
Where all the rignteous go. 



Come as the fire, and purge our hearti 

Like sacrificial flame ; 
Let every soul an ofiering be 

To our Bedeemer^s name. 



Come as a dove, and spread thy wing8f«« 
The wings of peacetul love, — 

And let the church on earth become 
Blest as the church above. 



68 The BxAy Spirit grieved. 

1 
The God of grace will never leave 

Or cast away his own ; 
And yet, when we his Spirit grieve. 

His comforts are withdrawn. 



If noisy war, or strife, abound, 
We grieve the peacefiil Dove; 

His gracious sxd is ever fi>und 
In paths of truth and love. 



Should we indul^ one secret sin, 

Or disregard his laws, 
ESs succors and support, within, 

The Spirit, vexe^ withdraws. 

4 
Forbid it, gracious Lord, that we. 

Who, frcnn thy hand, receive 
The Spirit* s power to make us j&ee, 

Shcmld e'er that Spirit grieve. 



fi THE SACEBD LYEE. CHBIBT'S ADVENT. 

' '' STAB II? TH£ BAST. lOs & lis. 
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^hen ovr luItDi RiflHnii 
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2 Cold on his cradle the dew-dropa are shining. 
Low lies his head with the heasts of the stall ; 
Angels adore him in sliunbera reclining, 
Malier, and Monarch, and Saviour of all. 

3 Say, shall we yield him in costly davotjon, 
Odors of Edora, and offerings divine ? 

Gems from tlie mountain, and pearls from tie oeosiii 
Myrth from the forest, and gold from the mina ? 

4 Vainly we offer each .imple oblation, 
Vainly with gold would hia favor seoaro ; 
Kiclier by far is the heart's adoration, 
Bearer to Ood are the prayers of the poor. 



SOOtAL WORSHIP. 
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ADVENT. 8s 8d 78. 



AzxaafBd £ar lUt iporfc. 




J C Hark,wliat mean those holy voi-ces, Sweetly sounding thro' the skies?) 
( Lo 1 th' angel - ic host re - joic - es ; Heav'nly hal-le - lu - jah§ rise. > 
Glo - ry in the higb^est, glo - ry, GIo - ry be to God most high ! 




D.€. 




is- ten to the won-droiM sto- ry^Whioh they chant in hymns of joy: 



^^d^fe^tfi^ 



Peace on earth, good-will from heaven, 
Keaching far as man is found ; 

Souls redeemed, and sins forgiven !-^ 
Loud oat golden harps shall sound. 

4 
Christ is bom, the great Ahointed ; 

Heaven and earth his praises sing; 
O receive whom God appointed, 

For your Prophet, Priest, and King. 

5 
Hasten, mortals, to adore him ; 

Learn his name, and taste his joy ; 
Till in heaven ye sing before him, — 

Glory be to Grod most high ! 

71. Christ the Saviour born, xa*is. 00 ll. 

1 
Hail thou lono: expected Jesus I 
Bom to set thy people free ; 
Prom our sins and fears release us ; 
Let us find our rest in thea. 

2 
Israd's strensth and consolation, - 

Hope of i£ the saints thoa art ; 
Long-demred of eveiy nation, 

Jpgr of avery waiting heart 



$ 

Bom, thy people to deliver, — 
Bom a child, yet God our Elng^ 

Born to reign in us forever, — 
Now thy gracious kingdom bring. 

4 
By thine own eternal Spirit, 

Bnle in all our hearts alone ; 
By thine all-sufficient merit. 

Raise us to thy glorious throne. 

72. Olorp to the Lamb, 

1 
Hark ! the notes of angels, singing 

GloTV, glory to the Lamb I 
All in heaven their tribute bringing, 
Rsdsing high the. Saviour's name. 

2 

Ye for whom his life was given, 
Sacred themes to you belong : 

Come, assist the choir of heaven ; 
Join the everlasting song. 

8 
Endless life in him possessing. 

Let us praise his precious name ; 
Glory, honor, powflFr, and blessing, 

fie forever te tba tdisodh. 



BACKED LYRE. 

COBOITATIOlf. O. M. 
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forlhtlie ro-yal di - n - dem, And crown >iiin Lord--.- of all. 
I bim who saves jou by hid Rrace, And crown hfm Lord ■ - - ■ of alL 

spread yoar Irophiea at Ma feet, Andcrown him Lord of alL 



^^m^m^^^^m 



. . , «ryU , 

On this terroBtrial ball, 
To him all majeaty ascribe, 
■^nd erowo hita Lonl of all. 



O that with I'onder «acred 
We M his feel amy faU! 

We'll Jmn the everlasting i 
And crown him Lord of 



M 
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HYMNS FOR "CORONATION." 



74 Prmce pf Peae€, ^ix. htmnb. 

Let Bfldnts on earth their anthems raise, 
Who taste the Saviour's ^ace ; 

Let heathen too proclaim his praise, 
And crown him " Prince ot peace." 



Praise him who had his glory by 

For man's apostate race ; 
Praise him who stooped to bleed and die, 

And crown him "Prince of peace." 



Ye nations, lay your weapons down, 

Let war for ever cease ; 
Immanuel for your Sovereign own, 

And crown him ** Prince of peace." 



75 



WE8LST. 



Praise to the Bedeemer, 
1 
O for a thousand tongues to sing 

My dear Redeemer's praise I 
The glories of my God and King, 
The triumphs of his grace. 



My ^acious Master and my God, 

Assist me to proclaim, 
Tospread through all the earth abroad 

The honors of Ihy name. 



Jesus, the name that calms our fears. 
That bids our sorrows cease ; 

lis music in the sinner's ears ; 
Tis life, and health, and peace. 



He breaiks the power of reigning §in. 

He sets the prisoner free ; 
His blood can make the foulest clean ; 

His blood availed for me. 



O for a thousand tongues to sing 
My dear Bedeemer^s praise I 

Tbfb ijaam of mj God and King, 
1& trinqpht of hii grace. 



DODDBIDes* 



76 The Advent of ChritL 

I 

Hark, the glad sound ! the Saviour comes, 
The Saviour promised long : 

Let every heart prepare a throne, 
And every voice a song. 



He comes, the prisoners to release, 
In Satan's bonda^ held ; 

The gates of brass before him burst, 
The iron fetters yield. 



He comes, the broken heart to bind. 
The bleeding soul to cure ; 

And, with the treasures of his grace, 
T* enrich the humble poor. 



rr 



WATTS. 



Praising the Lamb, 
1 
Come, let us iwn our cheerful songs 

With angels round tlie throne ; 
Ten thousand thousand are their tonguesi 
But all their joys are one. 



" Worthy the Lamb that died," they cry, 

"To be exalted tlius;" 
" Worthy the Lamb," our lips reply, 

" For he was slain for us." 



Jesus is worthy to receive 

Honor and power divine ; 
And blcsangs, more than we can ^ve. 

Be, Lord, forever thine. 



Let all that dwell above the sky, 
And earth, and air, and seas, 

Conspire to lifl thy glories high. 
And speak thine endless praise. 



The whole creation jcnn in one, 
To oless the sacred name 

Of him that sits upon the throoei 
And to adore the Lamb. 



THE SACRED LYRE 



OBTONITELLE. C. U. sft. t. HAiTtvei^ 
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glories crown'd, His lips with grace a 
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-flow, Hia lipa with grace o'erflow. 
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No mortal can nith liim compare 

Amonft the gona of men : 
Fiurer is He than all the fair 

Who fill the heavenlj trdn. 
He saw me plunged in deep distress, 

And fiew for my polief ; 
For me he bore the Bhamefiil cross, 

And carried all my grief. 
To him I o»e my life, and breath, 

And all the joys I have ; 
He makes mc tnumph over death, 

And saves me from the grave. 
Since from lus bonnty I receive 

Snch proofe of love divine, 
Hftd I a thousand hearte to eve, 

Lord, they wotild all be tUne. 



r9 This Life a Pilgrimagt. WATta. 
. Lord, what a wretched land is this, 

That yields I's no supply. 
No cheering fraits, no wholesome tree^ 

No streams of living joy ? 

2 Our journey is a thorny maze ; 

But we march upward sliil; 
Foi^et these troubles of the vays. 
And reach at Zion's hilL 

3 There, on a green and floweiy mounfc 

Our weary souls shall at — 
And with transporting joy recount 

The labors of our ieet 
Eternal glory to the King, 

Whose hand conducts u» through; 
Our tongues shall neve: 

And "n4iTift pnMsc n 



800IAL WORSHIP. 
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HTMNS FOR « ORTONVILLE." 



M CkrUft PnmaKt detired, stsbls. 

1 
Come, thoa desire of all diy saintB, 

Otir humble strains attend; 
Wbile, with our praises and complaints, 

Jx>w at thy feet we bend. 

2 
'Wlien we thy wondrous glories hear, 

And all thy sufferings trace, 
What sweetly awful scenes appear 1 

What rich unbounded grace I 

8 
How should our son^ like those above, 

With warm devotion rise I 
How should our souls, on wines of love. 

Mount upward to the skies I 

4 
Dear Saviour, let thy glories shine. 

And fill tl^ dwelhngs here, 
Tin life, and love, and joy divine, 

A heaven on earth ^)pear. 
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joidenption. 



WATTS. 



Plunged in a gulf of dark despair, 

We wretched sinners lay, 
Without one cheeiful beam of hope, 

Or spark of glimmering day. 

2 
With pilring eyes the Rince of grace 

Beheld our nelpless grief; 
He saw, and — O awu^yifig love 1— 

He ran to our relief 

8 
Down from the shining seats above 

With joyful haste he fled: 
Entered the grave in mortal flesh. 

And dwelt among the dead. 

4 
He spoiled the powers of darkness thus, 

And brake our iron chains; 
Jesus has freed our captive souls 

From everlasting pams. 

5 
Oh, for this love, let rocks and hills 

Their lastinpr silence break; 
Aad all hannonious human toofu^ 

n« 6a !v i 6 ar ^ praises speak. 4 * 



82 Skiffieimc^ qf ih€ Atonement, oowfbb. 

1 
There is a fountain filled with blood. 

Drawn from Immanuel's veins ; 
And sinners, plunged beneath that flood, 

Lose all their gmlty stains. 



The dying thief rejoiced to see 
That fountain in his day ; 

O, may I there, though vile as he, 
Wash all my sins away. 



Thou dying Lamb, thy precious blood 
Shall never lose its power, 

Till all the ransomed church of God 
Are saved, to sin no more. 



E'er since, by faith, I saw the stream 
Thy flowing wounds supply, 

Redeeming love has been my tfaeoMy 
And shful be, till I die. 



And when this feeble, faltering tongue 

Lies silent in die grave. 
Then, in a nobler, sweeter song, 

m sing thy power to save. 
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DODORIDGl 



Oozing ai the Crots. 
1 
Blest Jesus, while in mortal flesh 

I hold my fr^ abode. 
Still would my spirit rest on thee, 
My Saviour and my God. 



On thy dear cross I fix my eyes, 
Then raise them to thy seat ; 

Till love dissolves my inmost soul. 
At my Bedeemer^s feet 

8 
Be dead, my heart, to worldly cbaimt; 

Be dead to every sin ; 
And tell the boldest foe without, 

That Jesus reigns within. 



I 
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Groai God, 
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sand dBf s of minli. 



2 Might I enjoy the meanest place 
Within tby houBe, O God of grace, 
Not tents of ease, dot thrones of power, 
Should tempt m; feet to leave thy data. 

3 God is oar sun — be makes onr day ; 
God is our shield — he guards our way 
From all tb' assaults of bell and sio ; 
From fbea wit bout and foea witbtn. 

4 Alt needful j^ace will God bestow. 
And crown that grace wiih g'ory too ; 
He gives ua all things, and withboidi 
Ko real good from upright bouIs. 

5 God, onr King, whose sovereign swaf 
Tha glorioua host of heaven obey, 
Displav thy grace, exert tby power, 
Till all on eartb tby name rfore. 
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IjOVISQ EINSirBSB. L. H. 
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rleemer'E pmiae ; He justly cUima a son^ rrom m 












O how free I Lovitig kradiiei9,Loiing kindness, His loving kind -nejs,0 hovr Iree I 



i He nw mc ruined by the fall, 
Yet luved roe, notwithatanding all ; 
He saved mn from my lost estate : 
His loving kindness, U, how grent ! 

8 Though numerous hosts of mighty foes, 
Tbonph earth anil heU. my way oppose, 
He suely Luads my soul along : 
His loving kindness, O, how strong! 

4 When trouble, like a gloomy cloud, 
Has gathered thick and tbunder'd loud, 
He near my loul has always stood : 
Hit loTing kiodneM, 0, how good I 



5 I often feel my sinful heart 
Prone from my Saviour to depart; 
fiut though I olt have him forgot, 
His loting kindness ch^inges nob 

6 Soon sliall 1 pass the gloomy vale ; 
Soon all my mortal powers must £ul ; 
0, may niy last, expiring breath 
His loving kindness sing in death. 

7 Then let me mount and soar away 
To the bright world of endless day. 
And ihtg, with rapture and surprise, 
Uia loving kindnets in the skies. 



THE BACHED LTBB. 
HSBEB. O. M. 
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1. Dear -est of all tbe names sbore, My Saviour and my God, 



2. *Tia by ttemer-its of tlij death The Fathe 



Who can re-aat thy heavenly love, Or tji-fle with thy blood? 
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by thine ii 



ar-ceding breath, The Spir-it dwells with 
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3 Till Gorl in human ficsh, I aee, 

My lliouphla no comfort find ; 
The nol)', just, and aacred Three, 
Are terrora lo mj mind. 

4 But if TmmBnuera face appear. 

My hope, ra^ joj, begin ; 

Hia name forbids ray nlaviEh fear; 

His grace remnves my un. 

6 While Jewa on their own law rely. 

And Greeks of wisdom boaat, 

1 love th' incarnale mystery. 

And tliere I fix my trust watts. 
BT Saviour. 

1 Come, heavenly lore, ins^ure my song 
■\Vitli tliine immortal flama ; 
And t«ni-h my hcart.and leach mflonnnc, 
ja« Sarioar'e Jovel/ name. 



3 The Saviour 1 O, what endless chanua 
Dwell in that blissful sound! 
Ita influence every fear di«arms, 
And spreads delight around. 

3 Here, pardon, life, and joys diw 

In neb profusion flow, 
For guilty rebels, lost in 
And doom'd to eodleta wo. 

•1 0, the rich depths of love divina I ,.' 
Of bliss, a boundless store ! 
Dear Saviour, let me call ^eemhie,— 
I cannot wish for more I 

fi On thee alone my hope relies; 

Beneath thy cross 1 fall ; 

My Lord, my life, aiy aacrificf 

My Saviour, and my all I 
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HTHNS FOB '«H8B£B." 



jBdiNflmbcriNgf Chtiit, 



VOSL. 



tf kuman kindness meets return, 
And owns the grateftd tie ; 

If tender thongfats irithin us bum, 
To fed a 6iend is nigh^ 



OI jshall not wanner accents tell 

The gratitude we owe 
To him^ who died, our fears to quell^- 

And save from endless woe ? 



While yet his anguished soul surveyed 
Those pangs he would not flee, 

What love his latest words diin)layed — 
^ Meet and remember me 1 



Bemember thee I — thy death, thy shame. 
Our anftd hearts to share I — 

O mem'ry ! leave no other name 
But his recorded there. 
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8TXBLB. 



HumUiatiiOH of Ckritt, 
1 
And did the holy and the just. 
The Sovereign of the snes, 
Stoop down to wretchedness and dust. 
That gmlty man might rise ? 

8 

Yes, the Redeemer left his throne, 
His radiant throne on hiffh,— 

Surprising mercy ! love unknown I — 
To sufiSr, bleed, and die. 

8 

le took the dying traitor^s place, 
And suffered in his stead ; 
For sinful man, — O, wondrous grace I 
For sinfiil man he bled. . 



O Lord, what heavenly wonders dwell 

In thine atoning blood I 
By this are siniiers saved from heO, 

And i«b(»b ttrauBht to God. 



90 TJw name tfjtnm. 

1 
How sweet the name cijesaa soonda 

In a belie ver^s ear ; 
It soothes his sorr o w s , heals hii woondii 

And drives away lus fear. 

2 
It makes the wounded spirit whoile, 

And calms the troubled breast) 
'Tis manna to the hungry soul, 

And to the weary — ^rest 

3 
Weak is the effort of my heart. 

And cdd my warmest thoi^ghti 
But when I see thee as thou art, 

ni praise thee as I ought 

4 
mi then, I would thy love proclaim 

With every fleeting bream : 
And may the music of thy name 

Beflresh my soul in death. 
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Supreme Love to Chrik. stlBXLS. 
1 
Ye earthly vanities, depart; 

Forever hence remove : 
Jesus alone deserves my heart. 
And tyer^ thought cf love. 

2 
His heart, where love and |nty dweh 

In all their softest forms, 
Sustained the heavy load of guilt 
For lost, rebellious worms. 

3 
Can I my bleeding Saviour view. 

And yet ungrateftd prove? 
And pierce his wounded heart anew, 
And grieve his injured love ? 

4 
Dear Lord, forbid ! O, bind this hoart«-« 

This roving heart of mine — 
So firm, that it may ne'er depart, 
In chains of love divine. 



Doxohgy, 
To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 

The God whom we adore« 
Be dory as it was, is now, 

A^dallbe 



TBE SACBBD hIiS. — DEBIBT. 
EEDBOir. 11a. 
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. ( Thou Bweet gliding Kedron I by thy ail ■• ver streanis, 
\ Our Saviour, at midniglit, -when moonUght's pale beam* 
the toiia of the day." 
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Shone bright on the waters, would fre - qaent - \j stray, 
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2 Hon damp were the vapon that fell on bis head I 
How hard was his pillow, bow humble his b«d I 
The angela astonished, grew sad at the sight, 
And followed tbeir Master with Holemn delight. 

3 garden of Olivet's, thou dear honored spo^ 
Tbe feme of thy wonders ahull ne'er be fiwgot; 
The theme most transporting to seraphs nhoTe ; 
The triumph of sorrow, — the triiunph of loye 1 

4 Come, saints, and adore him ; come, bow at his feet 
O, give him the gloty, tlio pntiso that is mest; 
Let Joyfol hos&unas uneessing arise, 
And jam the full choms, that gladdens tlia 
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GSTHSBMAITB. Urn. 
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In deepmedi-tetton I tboag^ oa my Qod. ^s 




2 While pasBu^ a earden, I paused to hear 
A^voice faint and plaintiye, from one that was near ; 
Hie Tcnce of the stiff "rer affected my heart, 
Whila pleading in angiiiA the poor smner's p«rt 

B I listened a momeBti then turned me to see 
Wliat man of compassion this stranger might be ; 
I saw him, low kneeling upon the cold ground, 
The loveliest bsino that ever was found. 

4 So deep were his sorrows, so fervent his prayers, 

Hiat down o^er faki bosom rolled sweat, blood, and tern I 
< I wept to behold him, — I asked him his name, 
He answered, '* 'tis JESUS I fiixn heaven I came 1' 

6 *'I am thy Redeemer! for thee I must die 1 
The cup is most bitter, but cannot pass by ! 
Thy sins, Hke a mountain, are laid upon me: 
And all this deep anguish I suffer for thee 

6 I heard, with deep sorrow, the tale of hi^ w"«- 
While tears of repentance mine eyes dl I Yerflow ; 
The caase of his sorqwb to hear Him r«mat, 
Pierced deeply my bosom — ^I fell at his feet 

7 WiHi the Toice of contrition I loudly did cry, 

*' Lord, save a poor sinner 1. save, or I die ! * 
Be smiled, when be saw me, and said to me, '* Lm 1 
Thy sins, which were many, I freely forgive I " 

8 How sweet was that sentence \ — ^it made me rejoice I 
His smiles, how consoling I how charming his voice ! 
I ran fratn Uie garden to spread it abroad, 

And shouted-—^ Salvation ! O Glory to God !• 

9 Tm now on my journey to manaons above. 
My soul full at glory, of light, peace, and love ; 
I dunk of the garden, the prayers and the tears 
CH that kmng ** Stranger,*^ who banished my fears. 

10 The day of bright gloiy is rolling aronnd, 

When Gabriel, descendii^, the trumpet will toqnd ! 
My aool, to this ** 8trmnger,'^in r^itures shall iife» 
And see Him my Safkior wHIi nncloiided eyea. 




THE BACKED LTHE. 
STANLEY. 88 & 7b, or 8, 7, 4. 
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1 Hallowed cross, my God revealing, 

Hail, timu Mraage, mysterious trei 

Hallowed fount of love unsealing — 

ILoYB of infinite degree — 
Lore ania:eing ; 
God incarnate dies for me. 



Mercy Irom the throne of 

Bleeding mercy 
Pours the nn-atoniog flood. 

f^cioua cross I my soul imbduing, 
'Neath thy shadow let me hide ; 

Mind, and will, and heart reneniB)' 
Banish all my sinful pride ; 

All'my glory 
Be my Saviour cnicifle4' 
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SOCIAL WOBSHIP. — CHBIST. 
SACBAMBNTAIi HYMK. O. M. 
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Ain.Tocdtet 
By permiatlon. 
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1. A - las ! and did my Saviour bleed ? And did my Sovereign die ? 
O the Lamb, the lov - ing Lamb ! The Lamb on Cal-va - ry I 




m 



2. Was it ibr crimes that I have done, He groaned upon the tree? 

3. Well might the sun in darkness hide, And shut his glories in ; 
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Would he devote that sa - cred head For such a worm as I ? 
The Lamb was slain, yet lives a -gain, To in - ter - cede fbr me. 




A - mazing pi - ty I ^race unknown I And love be - yond de - gree. 
When Christ the mighty Ma - kei? died. For man the creature's sin. 
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.97 Oethsemane, hawbis. 

1 Dark was the night, and cold the ground, 

On which the Lord was laid ; 
Ks sweat like drops of blood ran down ; 
In agony he prayed. 

2 " Father, remove this bitter cup. 

If such thy sacred will ; 
If not, content to drink it up, 
Thy pleasure to fulfiL" 

3 Go to the garden, sinner ; see 

Those precious drops that flow ; 
The heavy load he bore for thee ; 
For thee he lies so low. 

4 Then learn of him the cross to bear; 

Thy Father's will obey ; 
And, when temptations press thee near, 
Awake to watch and pray. [S] 



98 Christ on the Cross, 

1 Behold the Saviour of mankind 

Upon tlie shameful tree ; 
How great the love that him inclined 
To oleed and die for me ! 

2 " My Grod," he cries ; all nature shakes, 

And earth's strong pillars bend ; 
The gate of death in sunder breaks ; 
The solid marbles rend. 

3 " *Tis finished ; now the ransom's paid ; 

Receive my soul," he cries ; 

Behold, he bows his sacred head, 

He bows his head and dies ! 

4 But soon he'll break death's tyrant chain. 

And in full glory shine ; 
O Lamb of Gk^ was ever pain, 
Was ever love, like thine ? 




2. LoTe s re - deeminji; wors ta uone; fougbMho flitlit, the batile won; 
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100 JlesniTectian qf Chria. 
1 Angels, roll the rock away ; 
" Deatli, yield up thy mighly prey; 
' " !e I lie riaai mim the lomb — 

bes witli immortal bloom. 

i 1^ the Saviour; seraphs raise 

Tom* triumphant shouts of praise ; 

Let the earth's remotest bound 

Hear the joy-ihs[nricg sound. 

3 Lin, ye saints, lift up your eyes ; 
Kow to slory sec him rise; 
Eosla bfangels on the road 
Hail and ^ng th'iacamate God. 

4 Praise him, all ye hpaveuly chrars, 

I Praise him, with your polden lyres; 
Praise him in' your nohleat BOtiga; 
Praise him Ircan tan thousand tongues. 



101 Jtenirrfcft'on nf Chriil. collTsC 

1 Morning breaks upon the tomb I 

Jesus dissipates its gloom ! 
Day of triumph through the skies, 
See the glorious Saviour nse. 

2 Christians, dry your flowing tenn; 

Chase those uabelieviug fbui ; 
Look on his deserted grave ; 

Doubt no more his power to savA. 

3 Ye who are of dealh afraid. 

Triumph in the scattered shade ; 
Drive your anxious feare away ; 
See the place where Jesus lay. 

4 So the rising sun appears. 

Shedding radiance o'er the spheres ; 
So returning beams of light 
Cha«e the terrors of the night 



SOCIAL WORSHIP. 
SABBATH MOBNING. 8, 7, 4. 
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1. Hail, thou happy morn so glorious: Come, ye saints, your griefs gire o'er; 

2. Tell us, seraphs, ye that wander, When ye saw the Lord a - rise, • 

3. Countless bands of an - gels glorious, Clothed in bright e - the • real blue; 

4. See, my friends, is that the Saviotu*, Who was crowned with cru - el thorns? 

5. Tremble, yo who him re - jected; Lo, he breaks through yonder cloud; 




Sing, how Je - sus rose 
When ye saw him soar - 
Straight the sound of Christ 
Glo - nous maj - es - ty 
Rise, ye saints, and shout 



vie - torious, By his own al - mighty power: 
ing yonder. What were then your heavenly joys? 

vie - torious. From their sil - ver trumpets flew, 
and power. Now his sa-cred head a - dorns. 

tri - nmphant, Vic - to • ry ! through Jesus' blood. 




Hal - le - lujah, HaMe - lujah, Hal - le • lujah, To the glorious Son of God. 
Then 'twas glory, Then 'twas glory, Then, &c.. To the conquering King of kings. 
Christ triumphant, Christ triumphant, Christ, &c., Ri - ses conqueror o'er the tomb. 
Hal -le - lujah, Hal-le - lujah, Hal - le - lujah. That dear head no more shall bleed. 
Hark, the trumpet, &c., Sounds the res-ur - rcc - tidn mom. 
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103 Worship the new-bom Saviour. 
1 Angels, from the realms of glory, 
Wing your flight o'er all me earth , 
Ye who sang creation's story, 
Now proclaim Messiah's birth ; 
Come and worship, — 
Worship Christ, the new-bom king. 
8 Shepherds, in the field abiding. 

Watching o'er your flocks by night, 
God with man is now residing; 
Yonder shines the infant hght; 
. Come and worship, — 
WooMjf Chrift, the new-bom king. 
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Saints, before the altar bending, 

Watching long in hope and rear, 
Suddenly the Lord, descending. 

In his temple shall appear ; 
Come and worship,— 
Worship Christ, the new-bom king. 
Sinners, bowed in true repentance, 

Doomed for guilt to endless psdns. 
Justice now revokes the sentence, 

Mercy calls you — ^break your chains : 
qL> ani wonhip,- 
Wonhip Cbmt, tii« ii«w-Wm King. 



THE SACRED 1. Y a E , 
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i Here's lore and gaef beyond degree : 

The Lord of elory diea ior men I 

IJut lo, what Bnddeii joj^ we see : 

Jesus, the dead, revives again. 

The rising God forsaJcea the tomb, 

I Up to his Father's courts ha flies ; 

■.Cherubie lemons guard him home, 

I And shout hi'" wek'ome to the akies. 

*^ Break off your tears, ye saints, and tell 
How bi^h your grent Delirerer reigns ; 

Sing how Be spmled the bosls of bell. 
And leil the monster Death in i^hiuns. 

Say, ' Live forever, wottdroua King; 
Born to redeem, and strong W savi 

Then ask the moQfiter.'VVTiere'athysti 

And whera's thy victory, boaitiuf gra' 



loH of Christ 

1 He lives, the great Redeemer lives; 
Wtat joy lio blest assurance gives ! 
And now, before his Father, God, 
Pleada the full merit of his blood. 

2 Repeated crimes awake our tears. 
And justice, armed with frowns, appeara 
But m the Saviour's lovely face 
Sweet mercy smiles, and all is peace. 

3 In every dork, distressfiil hour, 
When sin and Satan join their power, 
Let this dear hope repel the dart, 
That Jesus hears us on his heart 

4 Great Advocate, Almighty Friend^ 
On him our humble hopes depend ^T 

I For Jbsui pleads, and iniut p 




SOCIAL WORSHIP. 
WARSAW. H. M. 
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1, Join all the glori 



s Of wis-dom, love, and power, That 
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Jeaus, our great Hion-PBiEST, Hasaheil his blood and died ; Oui 
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mor-tals knew, Tbat a 
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■ side ; His pretuooa 
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to speak his worth — Too mean tt) aet the Saviode fcrlh. 
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it pleads be ■ fore the throne. 
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S Our Advocate appears, 
For our defence on high ; 
The Father bows hU ears, 
And Inyi his thunder bj-. 
Kot »11 that liell or sin c!an la;, 
BhaU Uini hii haart, hia lovt avoy. 



. thou Alraishly Loud, 

Our CosQVERon and our Kino, 
Thy sceptre and tliy Bwonl, 

Thy reigning grace we ang. 
Thine ii the power; O make us hC, 
In williDg bmdt, booealii thy feet 



THE B ACBED L T B E 



SICILIAM' HTMIT. 8s & 78. 
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1. Sweet the n 

2 Love and grief my heart di - 
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J, Which hefore the cross I Bpond ; 
g.With my teara his feet I'll bathe } 
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- ing, Life 



djiug Friend, 
viug from his death. 
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drops.my soul be - dew-iag. Plead, and claim my peace with God. 



■■Will] pompaaaion never ceasing, 
W ConiKs, salvation to proclmm. 
f Lo, Jelinvab, we adore lbee,~' 
, Tbee, our Saviour — thee, our God; 
^ From thy throne let beams of glory 
Sbiiie through all Ihe world abroad. 
. " Jesus, thee our Saviour hailing, 

Tliee our God in praise we own ; 
Hii;hKat honors, never failing. 
Rise etp.nial round thy throne. 
4 Now, ye aaints, his power confessing, 
In j'our grateful atraioa adore ; 
Fot his mercy, never ceasing, 
fiota, and Sows forevennore. 
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109 Jesaa exalted to the Throne. 
t Jeaus, hail ! enthroned in glory, 
~ There forever lo abide j 
AH the heavenly hosts adore thee 
Seated at thy Father's side. 
2 There for sinners thou art pleading , 
There thou dost ourplaee prepare 
Ever for u* interiiedin^, 

Till in glory we appear. 

S Worship, honor, power, an 
Thou art worthy lo reci 
Loudest prtu-sea, without 
Meet it is Ibr ub lo ^re. 
4 Help, ye bright angeliu spirits ! 

Bring your sweeteal;, noblest lays 
Help' " ^ ■ . - 




SOCIAL WOBSHIP. 55 

WABD. Ik M. Arr.ftomtlie8ootcb,b7l>r.L.lfMoii. 




1. When I survey the wondrous cross On which the Prince of g\o - rj died, 

2. Forbid it. Lord, that I should boast, Save in the death of Christ, my Grod; 




I 



3. See, ft-om his head, his hands, his feet, Sorrow and love flow mingled down , 

4. Were the whole realm of nature mine. That were a present far too small; 





My richest gain I count but loss. And pour contempt on all 
All the vain things that charm me most, I sac - ri - nee them to 



my 
his 
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lood. 
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Dide*er such love and sor- row meet, Or thorns compose so 
Love so a - mazing, so di - vine, Demands my soul, my 



rich 
life, 



a crown? 
my all. 
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111 Christ expiring upon the Cross, 

1 " 'Us finished P' — so the Saviour cried, 
And meekly bowed his head and died : 
' Tis finished ! — yes, the race is run, 
The battle fought, the victory won. 

2 *TiB finished! — this his dying groan 
Shall sins of deepest hue atone. 
And millions be redeemed from death 
By Jesus^ last expiring breath. 

8 'Tis finished! — Heaven is reconciled, 
And all the powers of darkness spoiled; 
Feaoe, love, and happiness, again 
Return, and dwell with siniful men. 

4 * Tis finished I — Jet the joyful sound 
Be heard through all the nations round ; 
' Tis finished ! — let the triumph rise, 
Acd swell the chorus of the skies. 

C. STENNETT. 



112 Bemembering Christ, KriahnaPal. 

1 O thou, my soul, forget no more 
The Friend who all thy sorrows bore ; 
Let every idol be forgot ; 

But, O my soul, forget him not 

2 B^nounce thy works and ways,with grief, 
And fly to this divine relief; 

Nor Him forget, who left his throne, 
And for thy life gave up his own. 

3 Eternal truth and mercy shine 
In him, and he himself is thine; 
And canst thou, then, with sin beset, 
Such charms, such matchless charms, for 

get? 

4 O, no; till life itself depart. 

His name shall cheer and warm my heart; 
And, lisping this, from earth I'll rise, 
And join the chorus of the skies. 
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56 THE SACRED I. YRE. 

WHEN I CAN BEAD MY TITLE CLEAB. C. M., DoiU 
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3. Let cares like a wild deloge ci: 
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every few, And wipe my weeping e^es; Should eartb ngainst Dijsaul engage. And 






h 07 home, My God, my henTcn, myall; There si 



le my weary soul In 
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fiery darts be hurled. Then I can smile at Sataa's rage, And (ace a frowning world. 



leas of heuvenly rest; And not a wave of tronblB roll Across my peacefu! breruit. 



BOOIAL WORSHIP. 



57 



▲MI. 8,7,4. 
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i* Look, je saints ; the sight isglorioas; Seethe Man of sorrows, now; { 
From the fight returned vie - torions, Every knee to him shall bow; ) 





Crown him, Crown him ; Crowns beeomo tb» Yiotor>8 brow, Crowns become the Yiotor's brow. 
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8 Crown the Sayionr, angek, crown bim ; 
Bich the trophies Jesus brings ; 
In the seat of power enthrone nim, 

While the heavenly -concave rings; 
Crown him. Crown mm * 

Crown the Saviour King of kings. 



IB derision erowned him, 
Mockii^ thus the Saviour's claim ; 

Saints and an^ls crowd around him, 
Own his iiue, praise his name : 

Ciown him, crown him; 
Spread abroad the Victor's &me. 

4 Hark I tiiose bursts of acclamation I 
Hark ! those loud, triumphant chords! 
Jesus takes the highest station ; 
O, what J07 the si^ht affords I 
Clown him, crown hun, 
JKing of kings, and Lord of lords. 



115 Can we forget f Thme on page 56. 

1 Jesus 1 diy love shall we forget; 

And never brin^ to mind 
The grace that paid our hopeless debt| 
And bade us pardon find? 

2 Shall we thy life of grief forget, 

Thy fastinjg and thy prayer; 
Thy locks with mountam vapors wet^ 
To save us from despair ? 

8 Gethsemane can we forget — 
Thy strugdiing agony — 
When nightiay dark on Olivet, 
And none to watch with tbee? 

4 Can we the crown of thorns fi)rgety 

The buffeting and shame ; 
When hell thy sinking soul beset. 
And earth reviled my name ? 

5 Our sorrows and our sins were laiil 

On thee — alone on thee : 
Thy precious blood our ransom paid— 
Thine all the glory be. oh. ltbb. 



THE SACRED LTEB. 
THE STAB OF BETHLEHEM. L. M. bcottiih i 
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It was mj galde, m^ light, mr all; It bade jaj dach foro - boding ceuej 
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ttio port or peace; 



Harlt, hBrk,to God the chorus bresks, From ev' ■ ry boat, from ci' - ry gem; 
peep horror then my yi - tnis froie ; Death-slrack, t ceased tlio tide to stem ; 

^ 1- ^ ■ |- ^ f— I- 

Now sarely moored — myper-lli o'er. I'll siog, first in night's di- a - dem. 
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But one a - lone the Saviour speaks, It is the Star of Beth - le - hem. 
When sudden - ly a star a - rose, It was the Star of Beth - le - hem. 




For ev - er and for ev - er-more, The Star, the Star of Beth - le - hem. 




117 The Teaching of Jesus, BOWBiNa. 

1 How sweetly flowed the gospel sound 

From lip of gentleness and grace, 
Wlien listening thousands gathering round, 
The voice of Jesus fifled the place ! 
Frmn heaven he came — of heaven he 
spoke, 
To heaven he led his followers' way; 
Dai^ clouds of gloomy night he broke, 
Unveiling an unmoartal day. 

2 *^ Come, wanderers, to my father's home. 

Come, all ye weary ones and rest!** 
Yes, sacred Teacher, we will come. 

Obey thee, love thee, and be blest 
Decay, then, tenements of dust ; 

Pillars of earthly pride, decay : 
A nobler mansion wuts the just, 

And Jesus has prepared the way. 

118 The Grace of God in Christ, watts. 
; t Nature with open volume stands, 

To spread her Maker's praise abroad ; 
And every labor of his hands 

Shows something worthy of a God. 
But in the grace that rescued man, 

Hb brightest form of glory shines ; 
Here, <m Ae cross, 'tis fairest drawn. 

In precious blood and crimson lines. 

*^ Here I behold his inmost heart, 

Where truth and mercy strangely join 
To pierce his Son with keenest smart, 

And make the purchased pleasures mine. 
O the sweet wonders of that cross, 
, Where God, the Saviour, loved and died ! 
Her nQl)lest life my i^irit draws 

From his dear wbunds and bleeding side. 



119 Hie Bansomed Spirit, w. b. tappan. 

1 The ransom'd spirit to her home, 

The clime of cloudless beauty flies ; 
No more on stormy seas to roam. 

She hails her haven in the skies : 
But cheerless are those heavenly fields, 
That cloudless clime no pleasure yields, 
There is no bliss in bowers above, 
If thou art absent. Holy Love I 



2 The cherub near the viewless throne, 
Hath smote the harp with trembling 

hand; 
And one with incense-fire hath flown. 

To touch with flame the angel band ; 
But tuneless is the quivering string, 
No melody can Gabriel bring. 
Mute are its arches, when above 
The harps of heaven wake not to Love I 

3 Earth, sea and sky one language speak, 
In harmony that soothes the soul; 

'Tis heard when scarce the zephyrs wake, 
And when on thunders thunders roll: 
That voice is heard, and tumults cease. 
It whispers to the bosom peace ; 
Speak, thou Inspirer, from above. 
And cheer our hearts, celestial Love ! 
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BOCK OF AGES. 7s. 
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me, Let i 



a ihe double 
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re, Cleanse me from Its gaUt >Dd power. 
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the blood, From thy 
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1 Socle of Ages, cleft for me, 
Let me Wde myself in Theel 
Let the WBter and the blood, 

I From Thy riven side which flowed, 

[ Be of fflu'the double cure, 

s &om its guill tmd power. 

9 Not ihe labors of mj handa 
Can fulfil Thy laVs demands: 
Could mj zea! no respite know, 
Could ray teara for ever flow, 
A]l of sin could not atone ; 
Thou must save, and Thou alone ! 

S Notiing in ray hand I bring; 
Kmply to Thy crosa I clinz; 
Naked, come to Tliee for dress ; 
Iklpleas, look to Thee for grace ; 
Foul, I to Thy feuntain fly ; 
Wash me. Savior, or I die I 

4 While I draw thia fleeting breath, 
When my eyclidB close in death, 
When I war to worlds unknown, 
See Thee on Tliy judgment-throne. 
Bock of Ases, cleft for me, 
Xat me hi& myaelf in Thee. 



131 Qdhsemiait, 

I Go to dark Gethaemane, 
Ye that feci the tempti 



2 Follow lo the judgment-hall; 

View the Lord of life amucnedj 
O the wormwood and the EftlTI 

O the pan^ Hia soul sualainedl 
Shun not safiering, shame, or lose; 
Learn of Him to bear the cross. 



3 Calvary's moumfUm 

There, adorina at his It.^ 
Mark that miracle of tiioe, 

God's own sacrifice comi' 
" It is finished" — here IHm 
Lean) of Jesus Christ to di 



All is solitude and gloom, 

Who hath taken Him awayfl 
Christ is risen ; He meet* oi" 
Saviour, teach us so to rise. 
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HTMN FOR ^GBEESrVILLE/' faob 12. 



Frayer ftfr a BtoivaX, S, 7, 4. 

1 SaTipiir, Tisit thy plantation, 

Grant ns, Lord, a gracious radn ; 
All will eome to desc£ition, 

Unleis thon return again ; 
Lend, revive us ; 
All our help must ccnne fiom thee. 

2 Keep no longer at a distance, 

Shine upon us from on high, 
Lest, for want of thy assistance, 

Every plant should droop and die ; 
Lord, revive us ; 
All our help must come from thee. 



8 Let our mutual love be fervent; 
Make us prevalent in prayers; 
Let each one, esteemed tnv servant, 
Shun the world's bewitching snares; 
Lord, revive us ; 
All our help must come from thee. 
4 Break the tempter's fatal power. 
Turn the stony heart to flesh ; 
And begin, from this good hour, 
To revive thy work afiresh : 
Lord, revive us ; 
An our help must come from thee. 



WATCHMAN. &. M. 
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1. O Lord, thy work re - vive In Zi - on's gloomy hour, 

2. O, let thy chosen few A - wake to earnest prayer; 




8. Thy Spirit then will speak Through lips of 
4. Now lend thy gracious ear; Now list - en 



feeblest clay, 
to our cry ; 
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And let our dy - ing gra - ces live By thy re - storing power. 
Their sa - cred vows a- gain re - new. And walk in fil-isu feai\ 
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Till hearts of ad - a-mantshall break. Till reb-els shall o - bey. 
O, come and bring sal-va -tion near ; Our souls on thee re - ly. 
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While by tby childron thou art sought, At - tend t 
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er tlij ward !ip,th taught. 
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Each pressing 
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flXS ZVon'a incrense prajtcl /oi 
1 Sevive thy cburehes, Lori], with grace ; 
Forgive our eins, and grant as peace ; 
Bouae us troui sloth, our hearts inflame ; 
Kindle our leal for Jesua' Dame. 
S May young and old thy word recehe ; 
Bead sbnera bear thy voice and live ; 
The wounded conscience healing find, 
And joy refresh each drooping mind. 

130 O Sun of Righteoaiaess, arise. 
1 O Sun of righteousneaa, arise ! 
With gentle beams on Zion shine; 
Dispel the darkoess fram our eyes. 
And HouU awake to life diviue. 

IS On all around, let grace descend. 
Like heavenly daw, or copious showers ; 
Hiat we maj- call oor God our friend, — 
Xhat we may hwl salvation ours. 
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Dfelaiaion Con/eased, 

1 O, where is now that glowing love 
That marked our union wilh the Lori? 
Our hearts were fixed on things abore, 
Nor could the world a Joy afibrd. 

3 Where is the zeal that led us than 
To make our Saviour's glorv knotra ? 
That freed us from the fear'of men, 
And kept our eye on bim alone ? 

3 Where are the happy seasons spent 
In fellowship with him we loved f 
The sacred joy, the »weet content. 
The blessedness that then we proved? 

4 Behold, again we turn to thee ; 
O, cant us not away, tbau<;h vile ; 
No peace we have, no joy we see, 
O Lord our Qod, but in thy smile. 
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BEVIVALB DESIRED. 



WHY SLEEP WE? 118. 
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1. Why sleep we, my brethren ? come, let us 

2. O/howcan we slumber! the Master 

.fL^.^ .p. .(i 
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a - rise, O, why should we 
is come, And calling on 
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days are for spent, O, let us 
concert u • nlte. The weary 




be ac-tive; awake! and 
they welcome, the careless 
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3 O, how can we slumber! onr foes are awake; 
To ruin poor souls, every effort they make; 

To accomplish their object, no means are untried; 
The careless they comfort, the wakeful misguide. 

4 O, how can we slumber! when so much was done, 
To purchase salvation by Jesus the Son; 

Now mercy is proffered, and justice displayed, 
'Now God can be honored, and sinners be saved. 

5 O, how can we slumber! when death is so near. 
And sinners are sinking to endless despair; 

Now prayers may avail, and they gain the high prize, 
Before they in torment shall lift up their eyes. 

6 O, how can we slumber! ye sinners, look round, 
Before the last trumpet your heart shall confound; 
0, fly to the Sayionr. he calls yoa to-day, 

While mercy ii waiting, O mue no delay. bofkiwi. 
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THE SACBED LTBS. 



THS BBIGHTEB DAY. S. M. 




1. The day is drawing nigb, Still brighter &r than this, 

2. What blessed scenes oi joy Shall burst up -on our siglrt, . 
8. Be - neath thy balmy wing, O Son or riglit-€oas - nesSi : 





When converts like a cloud shall fl^ To seek the realms of Uisib 
When sinners up to Zi - on's hill Like doves shall speed their fli|^ a 
These hap-py souls shall sit and sing The won - ders of thy graca 




130 



Jtevivdl. 



1 Revive thy work, O Lprd, 

Aiid send salvation down : 
Let the sharp arrows of thy word, 
Now pierce the hearts of stone. 

2 Ride in thy prosperous car ; 

Regain thy people lost; 
Let thy right hand conduct the war; 
Let victory crown thy host 

S Thy fainting saints revive ; 
Awaken them that sleep ; 
Make the dry bones arise and live, 
And comfort all that weep. 

4 Behold the extensive field 

Throng'd with the heaps of slain ! 
Though dead in sin, thy power, reveal'd. 
Shall make them live again. 

5 Come, O ye winds of heav'n. 

Breathe o'er this vale of death ; 
May the good spirit, richly given, 
Fill sJl with praying bresSh ! 



131 Spirit of PenUcost. montooicxbt , 

1 
Lord God, the Holy Ghost! \ 

In thb accepted nour. 
As on the day of Pentecost, 

Descend in all thy power. 

2 
We meet with one accord, 

In this thy holy place, 
And wait the promise of bor Lofrd, 

The Spirit of all grace. 

3 
Like mighty rushing wind 

Upon the waves beneath, 
Move with one impulse every mind 

One soul, one feeling breathe. 

4 
Wake, with thy sovereign breath, 

The souls now dark and dead, 
And o'er this silent field of death. 

Thy living influence shed. 



BBVITAL8 DESIBEO. 
BBOWZr. O. U. 



1. The SaTiour calls, let ove -ry ear Attend the heavenly sou 
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i. For e»c - ry diiraty, longing heart, Here atreaias of bounty flow ; 
3. Dear Sayiour, draw PB - luctant hearts, To thee let siuners fly; 
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Ye doubting souls, dis 
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I your fear, Ilape smiles rf 
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And life, and health, and blisa impart. To ban - Lih 
And take the bliss thy love imparts, And driak, and 



Elii^iiil^^^liil 



133 CenMrti'ng Otvhm impisrad. M. coLTBti. 

I Come, liord, in mercy come agsun, 

With thy converting power; ' 

Tbe fields of Zion thint for rain, 
O Hnd a gracious shower ! 
X Our hearts are filled with acre diatress, 
While sinners all around 
Are prussiog on to endlesa death, 
A^ no relief is found. 

[power, 
3 Dtar SaTiour, come with qmofc'mng 
Thy mourning people cry; 
Salvation bring in mercy's hour, 
Kor let the sinner die. 

[house, 
1 Once more let i-nnverts throng thy 
Auil shouts of viiilory raise ; 
Then shall our gnefe be tumed to joy, 

JmAat^ -- 



134 Ktcaiiti/ ((f DiviiK InfiueMg, 

I How few the word of God regard, 
Or seek their Maker's iace ! 
In vain the gospel is proclaimed, ' 
If not enlorced by grace. ' 

i Aluttghty God, eiert thy power, 1 
And melt the stony breast ; 
Then shall thy justice be adored. 
Thy mercy stand coafeseii. 
3 Tha scomcr then shall mourn in dus- 
And put bis nns away ; 
No more resist his Maker^s hands, 
But lift hia own to pray. 

135 The Bariial. 

1 The Lord can clear (he daitcat skies, 
Can give us day lijr night; 
Make dnipa of sacred sorrow rin 
To livers at' delight. 



THE SACSED LTBB. 
THE GOOD BHEFHEHD. 8b & 7fl, 



1. Let thy kingdi , 
• Come, O come, and reign for ever, Goil of love, and _ , ^ 

I)av and nigbt thy lambs are crjmg: Come, good Slicphenl, feed thy gheip 

2. Lord, in w Ihera is no merit, We've been aionere from mir j-outh. \ 
Guide ua, Lord, bj tbv good Spirit, That Bhall tuach us all thy trutb; . j 

Love's our bwid, and Chnst onr centre, Ccmie, good Shepheni,feed tbjrsfae^ 




Uliiigiig^g^S 



See thy peo - pie 






On the gofl - pel word well ti 
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S Hear the Prince of your salTalJoo, 

Sayir^, " Fear not, little ikwk, 
I TOTsell am j-our foundatioD, 

IB are built upon this rock; 
Shun the paths rf vice and foUy, 

Near your Shepherd ecmstanl keep. 
Look to me and be ye holy, 

1 deh'ght to feed mj aheep.'' 
|tit Christ alone oar soula shall rest on, 

Taught by him we owd his name ; 
Sweetest of all names is Jesias, 

How it dtHh our hearta inflame! 
Gloiy I glorv ! give hini glorf. 

Strong ia he, and he will keep, 
He will clear our way before us, 

"Xbe good Shepherd feadi Ihi sheep. 



13T Sowins and Heaping, oi 

1 He that goetb tbrth with weejuDgt 

Bearing still the preciouB seed. 
Never tirmg;, never sleeping. 

All iiis laKir shall succe^ 
When shaJl fall the nun of heaVM, 

And the eun of meray shine ; 
Precious fruits wiU then be given. 

Through an influence all dinne. 

2 Sow thy seed, be never weary. 

Let no teats tby mind empToj; , 
Be the prospect e'er so dreaiy. 

Thou shaJc reap the fruitf! of joy. 
Lo, the scene of verdure brightcuAg 
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ihla are nhiteniBg; 



BINNKEB WAftKED, 
OAIiSDOHIA. 78 a 68. 



p: ^^JLp:^? pj-:^ g^ 



1. Roasc ye, at tbe Bsriniir'a call, Sinners, rouse je, one and all j WBhe,oriooB Joar 



giiist^ 
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FaUindeepdo-spair. Woe 



iivay, Je-guB kindly 



r-o- ny, Mourn too lute your doom 7" Hnste, for tlmcisnisiilnBon! Soon the fleeting 
lirltsniovc; Quick ID Jc-Eus fly! Come and save your souls lTomdeBtli,HnElc,«ecBpeJs- 
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THK BACBEO LYBK. 



O TVRir TS, Us. 



1. torn JO, tmn ye, for why will t» ^e ' When God in grest 



■e wait-ing to welcome yoa home. 



I 
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2 How vain the delusion, that while ycm delay, 
Your hearts may grow better by itaying away 1 
Come wretched, come starviag, come just aa yoa be> 
While Btroonis of salvation ate flowing 80 free^ 

3 And now Christ is ready your bduIs to reoeivo, 
how can you question, if you will hoiieve ? 
If Bin is your hurden, why will you not come? 
'T is you he bids welcome ; be bids you come home. 



4 Come, give us j^our hand, and the Saviour your hea 
And trusting in heaven we never shall part : 
0, how can wa leave you ? why will you not ooma 1 
We'll journey logetlmr, and soon be at homa. 



HTMNS FOB "O TUjar TE." 

139 The Way to Peace, lis. OR. kblodt* 
1 Acquaittt th^rself qui^Idy, O nnner, with God, 

And joy like the sonshiiie shall beam on &y road, 
And peace like the dew-Hlnx>8 shall fall on tiiy hecMi) 
And sleep like an angel shaU visit thy bed. 

i AcoHaint thyself quickly, O dinner, with God, 
Ana he shall be with thee When fears are abroad} 
*Xhy saf^ard in demgers that threaten thy path» 
thy joy in the yalley and shadow of deam» 

140 Dtiay Not. lis. 0. sosai. 
1 Delay not, delay not, O sinner — draw near ; 

The waters cm life are now flowing for thee t 
No price is demanded, the Saviour is here, 

Iledemption is pUrcnased, salvation is free» * 

% Delay not, delay not ; why lon^r abuse 

The love and compassion of Jesus thy God ? 
A fountain is opeiaea, how canst thou refUse 
To wash and be cleansed in his pardoning blood Y 

8 Delay not, delay not, O sinner, to come, 

For mercy still lingers, and calls thee tt>4ay : 

Her voice is not heard in the vale of the tomo^ 

Her message, unheeded, will soon pass away* 

4 Delay not, delay not— the Spirit of grace, 

Long grieved and resisted, may take its sad flight) 
And leave thee in darkness to dnish tiiy rao^— 
To sink in the gloom of eternity's night 

5 Delay not, delay not— the hour is at hand — 

The earth shall dissolve, and the heavens shall fadej 
The dead, smali and great, in Ifee judgment shall stanaj 
What power, then, O sinner, smU lend thee its aidT 

■ ■ I mil 

141 jpie Harvest Past, lis. e. f. s* 

1 Lo ! Jesus the Saviour in mercy draws near. 

Salvation he brings, O repent and beHeve ; 
The voice of his mercy the doubting shall hear> 
And sinners redemption with gladness receive. 

2 The day-star of promise illumines the sky. 

And souls long benighted now welcome the dawn ; 
Improve the glad season, or soon you may cry — 
" The harvest is past, and the summer is gone I* 

8 The Spirit is striving with sinners to^ay. 

He graciously knocks at the door of your hearty 
He comes the compassion of God to display. 
Your sins to remove and his love to impart 

4 O ! welcome the Spirit, and grieve him no more, 
Nor wait till his ofiefs of life are withdrawn; 
Lest then you may cry, a* yow doom you deplore* 
^ The harvest is parti and the sammerisgaito!* 



TSB BACKED LTHE, 
WARITITTG. llB & 8. 



*^ 1. Ah, guilty Kin - nor, ru - incii by traiiBgroasion, What ahall ihy doom be 
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it notiPB, t^y fo tho I 
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S^i§_iisfegsiiife! 
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Dp, thoughtless sinner, etop awhile and ponder, 
e death arrest thee, and the Judge in vengeance, 
Ilurl from hia presence tliine affrighted spirit, 
Swift to perdition. 

i Oft> has he colled thee, bttt thou wouldat not bear him, 
MeKies and judgmenta haTo alike heen sliglited j 
Yet he is graelous, and with arma unfolded 

Waits to embrace thee. 

6 Coma, then, poor sinner, come away this moment, 
Just as ^on are, come, Glthy and poUnted, 
Come le the foatitain open for uncleanness ; 
Jesus inrifes you. 

6 O, guilty sinner, hear the voice of warning ; 
Fiy (o the Saviour, and embrace bts pardon ; 
So shall your spirit meet, with joy triumphant. 



umphant, 
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PLEADING SAVIOXTB^ 88 A; 78. 

Newlj arranged Ibr ihlf workt 




1. Now the Sa-viour stand-eth pleading At the tan-neifB bdt-ed heart ; ) 
Now in heaven he's in - ter - ced-ing, Taking there the nnner's part \ 




Once he died for your be - ha- vior, Now he calls you by his charnuk 
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2. Sin-ner, can you hate the Saviour? Will you thrust him from your arms? 
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8 Sinners, hear your God and Saviour, 
Hear his gracious voice to-day, 
Turn from Si your vain behavior ; 
O repent, return and pray* 

4 O be wise before you languish 
On the bed of dying staife I 
landless joy or endless anguish, 
Tims upoii the •vents of life. 



5 Now he's waitixi^ to be gracious, 

Now he stands and looks on diee; 
See what kindness, love and pity, 
Shine around on you and me. 

6 Open now your hearts before him, 

JBid the Saviour welcome in ; 
Now receive, and O, adore hina, 
Take a full Recharge from an. 
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IRE BACBED LTE8. 



WIHDHAM. L. U. 



lat leads to deatL, And tliousanda walk to-gedier diere) 



2. " De-ny thyself and take thy crow," la tliy Kedeemer'sgreatcommaaH 
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But nisdixii sliDws a 
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w path, With here and 
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Nature muat count hcrgold but droae, If she would gain thiaheaveBly land 
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8 The fearflil soul, that tires and fiunte, 

And walks the vta-ys of God m> moi«, 
Is but esteemed almost e. aaiat, 

And makes his own deatructjon eure. 
4 Lord, let not all my hopes be Tain ; 

Create my heart entirely new; 
Which hypocrites coald ne'er attain ; 

Which Rilse apostates never knew. 
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H5 Where are Uie Deadf 
1 Where are the dead ? In heaven or hell 
3Tieir disembodied spirits dwell ; 
Their perished forms in bands of clay, 
Reserved until the judgment day. 
S Where are the living ? On tlie ^und 
Where prayer is heard and nier;;y found ; 
Where, in the compass of a span, 
Hie morU] makiH ih' unmortal man. 



8 Then, timely warned, let na begin 
To follow Chnst, and flee from on ; 
Caily grow up in Viim our head,— 
Lord of the hving and the dead. 

I4S Pardon penitoiUii imploral watm, 

1 Show pity, Lord ; O Lord, ibrgire ; 
Let a repenting rebel live ; 

Are not thy merc-ies large and free ? 
May not a ^ner tnut in the« ? 

2 My crimes, though great, cannot suipa« 
The power and glory of thy grace ; 
Great God, tby natare hath no boundi 
So let thy pHraooing love be fbuod. 

3 O, wash my soul from every sn, 

And make my guilty conscience olean; . 
Here, on my heart, the burden lia». 
And past oSeoces pua mitw t^ea. 



BBYIVALS— SINNERS WABNBD. 
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147 The S^irn Striving, hItde. 

1 
Say, sinner, hath a voice within 

Oft whispered to thy secret soul, 
Urged thee to leave tlie ways of sin, 

And yield thy heart to God's control ? 

2 
Bath something met thee in tiie path • 

Of worldliness and vanity, 
And pcmited to the coming wirath, 
And warned thee from that wrath to 
flee? 

jBinner, it was a heavenly voice — 
It was the Spirit's gracious call — 

It bade thee make the better choice, 
And haste to seek in Christ thine alL 

4 
Spmm not the call to lifb and light ; 

Regard in time the warning kind ; 
That call thou mayest not always slight, 

And yet the gate of mercy find. 

6 
Sinner, perhaps this very day, 

Thy last accepted time may be ; 
O, should'st thou grieve him now away. 

Then Ik^ may never beam on thee. 

14i Is there no hope 9 

1 
lis there no hope ? O, anner, pause I 

Turn not away from Waven thy face ; 
Despise no more God's holy laws, 

Resist not his inviting grace. 

2 
b there no hope ? That word recall, 

Thy steps retrace, nor dare delav, 
fiCst, ere tnou turn, God's anger fell, 

And hope forever flee away. 

3 
Is thure no hope ? Yes, sinner, yefr^ 

Repent, and to the Saviour fly : 
WiU he be deaf to your (Stress, 

Who listens when the ravens ciy ? 

4 
Return ! — ^the bow of promise mark. 

Above where death's dark billows roar ; 
For soon, when anks thy fragile bark, 

'T#iU ^nd tqpon thy soul no more 

7 



149 Expostulation, watts. 

1 Sinner, O why so thoughtless grcwn ; 
Why in such dreadful haste to die ? 
Danng to leap to worlds unknown, 
Heedless agamst thy God to fly I 

2 Wilt thou despise eternal fate. 
Urged on by sin's fantastic dreams ? 
Madly attempt the infernal gate, 
And force thy peissage to the flames? 

3 Stay, sinner, on the gospel plains, 
Behold, the God of love unfold 
The glories of his dying pains, 
Forever telling, yet untold. 



150 Immediate Repentance, dwioht 

1 While life prcdongs its precious light, 
Mercy is found — and peace is given ; 
But soon — ah soon ! approaching night 
Shall blot out every hope of heaven. 

2 Soon, borne on time's most rapid wing, 
Shall death command you to the grave ; 
Before His bar your spirits bring. 
Who then will neither hear nor save. 

3 In that lone land of deep despair. 
No Sabbath's heavenly light shall rise ; 
No Grod regard your bitter prayer, 
No Saviour call you to the skiesi 

4 Now QHik invites — ^how blessed the day I 
How sliBfil the gospel's charming sound I 
Come, flinikers, haste — oh, haste away, 
While yet a pardoning God is found. 



151 Youth Admonished, 

1 Why will ye die ? ye thoughtless youth, 
Despise the words of life and truth. 
And heedless rush along the road, 
Away from happiness and God ? 

2 Why will ye die ? while mercy pleads, 
And ansels weep, and Jesus bleeds ; 
Why wul ye seek the sinner's death. 
And scoff* at Christ with dying breath ? • 

3 Why will ye die, and nothinjr gain, 
But shame and anguish, sin and pain ? 
While saints and angels waiting stand, 
To lead thee to the promised land ? 



THE BACKED LYUB. 

WELIS. L. M. 



1. Life is the time to serve the Lord, The liiae t' insure the great reward ; 
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the lamp holds out to bom. The vil - est ria-ner may re-tum. 



And wKle the lamp holds 
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2 Life is (he hour that God has ^reu 
To 'scape from hell and fly to heaven ; 



3 Tha living know that tbsy must die, 
But all the dead ibraotten he ; 
Their memory and uieir se^se is gone. 
Alike unknowing and unknown. 

4 Then what my thoughts design to do. 
My hands with all your might pursue ; 
Since no device or work is found, 

Xor ^th, nor hope, beneath the ground. 

5 There are no acta of panjon paiwpd 
In the cold grave to which we haste ; 

I Sut darknene, death, and long despair, 
"" ' 'n eternal oJeoce there. 




153 One Thiiig ^f«iful- 

1 Whj vrill ^e waste on trifling carea 
That life which God'o compassion spares, 
While, in the various range of thought, 
The one thing needful is foi^ ? 

2 Shall God invite yon from above 1 
Shall Jesiw xtrge his dying love ? 

Shall troubled conscience ^ve j'Oii pun I 
And all these pleas unite in vain ? 

3 Not so your eyes mil always view 
Those objects which you now purauej 
Not so will heaven and hell appear, 
When death's decisive hour is near. 

4 Almighty God, thy gvace impart; 
Fix deep conviction on eath heart; 
Nor let us waste on trifling carea 
That life which thy cc«)ipas^on tpan& 



BEYIYALS — SINNEBS WARNED 
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FIiEYEI.'S HTMir. 78. 



PLBTXL. 




1. Sin-ners, turn — ^why will ye die V Grod, your Mak-er, asks you wKy : 

2. Sinners, turn — ^why will ye die ? €rod, your Saviour, asks you why : 





Grod, who di& your be - ing pve, Made you with him - self to live. 
He, who did your souls re-tneve, He who died that ye might live. 




3 Will you let him die in vain ? 
Crucify your Lord again ? 

Why — ye ransomed sinners — ^why 
Will ye slight his grace, and die ? 

4 Sinners, turn--why will ye die ? 
God, the Spirit, asks you why: 
He who all your lives hath strove. 
Wooed you to embrace his love ; — 

5 Will ye not his grace receive ? 
Win ye still refuse to live ? 
Oh I ye d}'ing sinners, why — 
Why will ye forever die ? 

155 The Sinner at the Judgment, 

1 When thy mortal life is fled. 

When the deathnshades o'er thee spread, 
When is finished thy career. 
Sinner, where wilt thou appear? 

2 When the world has passed away. 
When draws near the judgment-day, 
When the awful trump shall sound. 
Say, O, where wilt thou be found ? 

8 When the Judge descends in light, 
Glothed in majesty and might, 
When the wicked quail with fear, 
Where, O, where wilt thou appear? 



4 What shall soothe thy bursting heart. 
When the saints and thou must part ? 
When the good with joy are crowned, 
Sinner, where wilt thou be found? 

5 While the Holy Ghost is nigh, 
Quickly to the Saviour fly ; 
Then uiall peace thy spirit cheer; 
Then in heaven shaft tnou appear.' 

S. F. SMITH. 



156 Haste^ Sinner. t. scott 

1 Haste, O sinner I — now be wise ; 

Stay not for the morrow's sun ; 
Wisdom if you still de4)ise. 
Harder is it to be won. 

2 Haste — and mercy now implore ; 

Stay not for the morrow's sun. 
Lest thy season should be o'er, 
Ere this evening's stage be run. 

8 Haste, O sinner ! — now return ; 
Stay not for the morrow's sun, 
Lest thy lamp should cease to buni| 
Ere salvation's work is done. 

4 Haste, O anner! — now be blest 
Stay not for the morrow's eun. 
Lest perdition thee arrest, 
Ere the morrow is begun. 



THE SACRED I.YRE 



GANGES. C. V. M. 
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. And am I on-l j bcpm to die ? And most I Bud - den - Ij- com-ply 
2. How then ought Ion earUi to live, Whlie God prolongs the kind re-pneve, 
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3. No room for mirth or trifling hero, For -worldly hope, or world-ly fear. 




U lite BO aoon is gone; If now the Judge is at the door, 
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Ce - les - tial joys, or dread-fu! pains, 'To all e ■ ler ■ ni - ty I 
To natch, and tremble, and pre-pare A - g^ast that solemn day 1 
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And all man-kiud must stand Lc-foro Tli' ii 



4 No matter whicli my thoughts employ, | Where shall 1 find my dteDood plaee ? 
A moment's misery or joy ; Shall 1 my evurlaatkig days 

Bd!^ 1 when both shAll end, | With flcnda or ui^a ^and 'i 
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159 J^seniay OmtmApUMU c, wipslet. 

1 (/> I on a narrow neck of land, 
'Twixt two unbounded seas I staiM^, 

Yet how insensible I 
A point of time, a moment's space* 
Bemoves me to yon heavenly place, 

Or shuts me up in hell. 

3 O 6o4, my inmost soul convert,, 
4jnd deeply on my thoughtless heart 

Eternal things impress ; 
Grive me to feel their solemn weight, 
And save me ere it bo too late '•■ 

Wake me to righteousneo. 

8 Before me place, in dread array, 
The pomp of that tremendous day, 

Wnen thou with clouds shalt come 
To judge the nations at thy bar ; 
And tell me, Lord, shaU I be there 

To meet a joyful doom ? 

4 Be this my one great business here, — 
With holy treml^n^, holy fear, 

To make my caUing sure 1 
Thine utmost counsel to fulfil. 
And suiSer all thy r^teous wit), 

And to the end ei^uie 1 

5 Then, Father, then my soul receive, 
Transported from this vale, to live 

And reign with thee above, 
Where fkith is sweedy lost in sights 
And hope in full, supreme delight, 

And evedasting love. 
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Sdkmn Meditation,, 



1 My days, my weeks,, my months, my 

years, 
Ply V84>ld as the whirling spherea^ 

Around the steady pcue ; 
'nme, like the tide, its motion keeps. 
Forever flowing to the deeps, 

Where ceasSess ages roll. 

2 llie grave is near the cradle seen, 
How swift the moments pass between ! 

And whisper as they fly — 
^ Unthinking man remember this, 
That, 'mid thy sublunary bliss, 

Thou soon anist fade and dif! I 
7* 



My soul, attend the solemn call. 
Thine earthly tent must quickly fal!. 

And thou must take thy flight. 
Beyond the vast ethereal blue. 
To love and sing as angels do, 

Or sink in endless night. 

Bvt shall my soul be then extinct, 
And cease to be^ or cease to tlunk ? 

It cannot, cannot be : 
Thou ! my immortal, cannot die. 
What wilt thou do, or whither fly. 

When death shaU set thee free ? 

Will mercy then it» arms extend ? 
Win Jesus be thv guardian friend ? 

And heaven thy dwelling-place ? 
Or shaU insulting fiends appear. 
To drag thee down to black despaur, 

Beyond the reach of grace ? 
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T. HASTINGS. 



1 That warning voice, G sinner hear ! 
And while salvation lingers near. 

The heaVnly call obey ; 
Flee from destruction's downward path. 
Flee from the threat* ning storm cHi wmth, 

That rises o'er thy way. 

2 Soon night comos on with thick'ning 

shade, 
The tempest hovers o*er thy head. 

The wmds their fury pour : 
The lightnings rend the earth and skies, 
The thunders roar, the flames arise ; 

What terrors fill that hour. 

S That warning voice, O sinner, hear, 
Whose accents linger on thine ear ; 

Thy footsteps now retrace ; 
Renounce thy sins and be forgiv'n. 
Believe, become an heir of heav'n. 

And sing redeeming- grace. 

4 Then, while a voice of pardon speaks, 
The storm is hush'd, the morning breaks. 

The heavens are all serene ; 
Fresh verdure clothes the beauteous fields, 
Joy echoes on the distant hills, 
I i^ew vQiiidecs fSi thQ scene. , 



i! BACBBD LYRE, 

BAKEBMA. C. M. 




wept, to think their day was paat, And come their night oF gloom. 
jQ Vcngeancehadunsliealliedhersward; Re-pedt-ance came too Late. 
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3 Weep for the lost ! AposlleB wepl. 

That men should error choose ; 
That clyinjr men should CbriBt reject^ 
And endless life refuse. 

4 Weep for the lost I The lost will weep, 

In that long night of woe. 
On which no star of hope will rise, 
And Kara in \3iii will Sow. 
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> save our friends, ere ;et tliej pass 
That pwnt of deep despair. ^^^^ 
QiKack not the Spirit. m. t. 
1 Queni* not the Spirit of the Lord, 
The Holy One from heaven ; 
The Comforter, heloved, adored, 
To man in mercy given, 
3 Quench not the Spirit of the Lord ; 
He will not always strive: 
O tremble at that awfti! word I 
Kimer I aw^e and live. 
S Quench not the Spirit of the Lord, 
It is thy only hope : 

O let biti aid be now implored ; 
Jtetpia/er be lilted 
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163 Repentance Commanded. i 
1 " Repent 1" the vcace celestial cries ; 
No longer dare delay : 
The soul that aeona the mandate dies, 
And meets a &erj day. 
S No more the sovereign eye of God 
O'erlooks the crimes of men; 
Bjs heralds now are sent abroid 
To warn the worid of sin. 
3 rinners, in his presence bow, 
And all your guilt confess i *" 
Accept the offered Sn-riour m'^ 
Nor trifle mth his graco. 
i Soon will the awful tnonpel ao 
And call you to his bar; 
His mercy knows th" appmnted bounil, 
And yields to justice there. 
5 Amariog love, that yet will call, 
And yet prolong our days I 
Our hearts, subdued by goodness, fall, 
And weep, and love, and praise. 
ICl Tain Man. Forbear. 

Vain man, thy fond pmauitB finbear, 

Repent— thy end is nif^ii 
Death at the furthest, can't be &r, 
O think, belbre thou die I 
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REVIVALS — SIN NEBS WARNED. 
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DUITLAPSCBEEK. C. H. 



WESTERN MELODY. 




1. That aw-ful day will sure - 17 come, Th' ap-pdnted hour makes haste^ 




When I must stand be - fore my Judge, And pass the sd - emn test 




2 Thou lovely Cluef of all my joys, ' 
Thou Sovereign of my heart, 
How could I bear to hear thy voice 
Pronounce the sound Depart 1 

d The thunder o£ that dismal word 
Would so distress my ear, 
T* would tear my soul asunder, Lord, 
With most tormenting fear. 

4 Oh, wretched state of deep despair, 

To see my God remove — 
And fix my doleM station where 
I must not taste His love ! 

5 Jesus, I throw my arms around. 

And hang upon Thy breast, 
Witiiout a gracious snme from Thee, 
My spirit cannot rest 

6 Oh ! tell me that my worthless name 

Is graven on Thy hands ; 
Show me some promise in Thy book. 
Where my salvation stands. 

7 Give me one kind, assuring word. 

To sink mv fears again : 
And cheeri^ly my soul shall wait 
Her threescore years and ten. 

• WATTS. 



166 Divine Pleadings. WM. haoub. 

1 Hark ! sinner,hark ! God speaks to thee: 

How shall I let thee go ? 
How shall I thy destruction see. 
And all thine anguish know? 

2 Sinner, how shall I give thee up ? 

Tve loved thee as a child; 
Yet of thy sins, thou fill'st the cup, 
As if with passion wild. 

3 Sinnei, how shall I let thee go ? 

My heart doth yearn for wee. 
Yet thou dost love transgression so, 
Thou wilt not turn to me. 

4 O sinner, stop !• pause in thy path,— 

Pause, ere it oe too late ; 
And now, while I hold back my wrath, 
Escape thy liireafning fate. 

5 But if thou wilt not, then I must 

Forever let thee go; 
And that I am bot]i kind and just, 
The universe shall know I 
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The Sold. MONraoMSBT. 



What is the thing of greatest price. 
The whole creation round? 

That, which was lost in paradise. 
That, which in Christ is found. 



BE SACKED 



StTBIilS. 8b, 78 & 4. 
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I, Tail, who loug for his ap - pearing. Then ahallsay, "This God is mine;" 
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3 At his call the dead awnken, 

lUae to life from earth and sea ; 

All the powers at' nature, shakeo 

B}r his Toice, prepare to See : 

Careless duner, 
What will then liet'ome of thee ? 
i But to those who hare confessed, 
Loved and served die Lord below, 
He will siiy, " Come near, ye bletisei! : 
See llie kingdom I bestow : 

You fiB^ver 
Shall luy love and glory know." 
1S9 Zde Ark of Safttf. is.iLi.wt. 

1 To the ark away I tsr perish, 
Sinners, to the ark away ! 
T(un the hope, that tbaosands cheriah, 
Of deliveraoce in that day, 

When destruction 
Ctmeth, that no arm can etay. 



2 Careless ones, be warneil.and hasta jre 

To tJiB ark that open lies; 
Why, O why, in tUly waal*. ye. 
Precious tune that (iiuctly flies! 

Soon your lanchter 
Wai be turned to latter cries. 

3 Hear the Ixwd hitnaelf invite yott 

To his arms— a tefiigc sure ; 
believe him, lest he suite you 
With a curse that none can cure ; 

When he thunders, 
Who his anger can endure " 

4 They are safe, and none besides them, 

Wlii> the Saviour's word obey ; 

They are safe, for he will hide them, 

In the dark and ik-eadful day, 

They shall triumph. 
When the wisld has ^uused aw&jr. 
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REVIVALS 9INITEE8 WARNED. 

THE CHABIOT. 128. i. « 
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Lord Cometh down iu the pomp of His ii 



^p^stiai^ia 



patb-iray of cloud, And the heat'na ivith tl 



; Lur-den of God-head a 
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2 The glory ! the glory 1 around Ilim are poured 
Mighty liosta of the angeia that wait on the Lord ; 
And the glorified Bamts, and the martyrs are there, 
And there all who the palm^wrealhs of Tiotory wear. 

3 The tiuinpet ! the trumpet ! the dead hase all heard ; 
Lo, &B depths of the stone-covered charaol are stirred ! 
Prom sea, from the earth, from the BOuth, fma the north, 
All the vast generalJoas of man are oome forth. 

4 The judgment ! the judgment ! the thrones are all set, 
Where the Lamb, and the white-vested eldera are met; 
There all flesh ia at once in the sight of the Lord, 
And the doom of eternity hangs on His word. 

5 In mercy, Wmercy, look down from above, 
Great Creator, on us, thy sad children, with love ! 
When beneath to their darkness the wicked arc driven 1 
May ont joati^d souls find a woleome in heaven. 



SACKED LTR 



ADMONITIOW. S. M. 
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1. O where shall rest be fouud — Rest for the 
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"IVcre vain the ocean's depths to Eound, Or pierce to eith ■ et pole. 



S The world can never pve 

The bliss for -nhich we sigh ; 
Tis not the whole of life to live; 
Nor all of death to die. 

S Beyond this vale of tesra 
There ia a life above, 
Unmeasured bj- the flight of years ; 
And all that life is love. 

i There ia a death whose pang 
Outlastit the fleecing breath ; 
O what eternal horrora hang 
Around "the second death." 




' B Lord God of truth and p-aee, 
Ttach OS that death to shun, 
[jCJt we he banished from thy face, 
And evermore uudooo. 



173 The Barvest past. swiSKCi 

1 I saw, beyond the tomb, ' 

The awful Judge appear, 
Prepared to scan, with strict accoonti 
My blessings wasted here. 

2 Hia wrath like flaming firu. 

Burned to the lowest liell; 
And in Chat hopeless world of wo, 
Ho hade my aphit dwell. 

3 Ye sinners, fear the Lord, , 

While yet 'tis called to-day; 

Soon will the awful voite of deoHi 

Command your souls away. 

4 Soon will the harvest cbse — 

The summer soon be o^er ; 
And soon your injui'ed, angry God 
^^'ill hear your praj'ui oo oui^ 



BEYIYALS — SINNEBS WARNED. 



8S 



THE SIirirBB WABKED. 68 ft 48. 

Arranged Ibr thiB woA. 
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1. 0, oareless sinner, eome, Pray jam attend ; This world is not your home, It soon will end. 
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Jc^hoTah calls aloud, ** Forsake the thoughtless crowd, Pursue the road to Gh)d, And happy be.*' 
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2 How many calls you've had ! 

Gt>d calls agiun ; 
How can you be so bad, 

So full of sin ? 
As to refuse that voice, 
Which calls you to rejoice, 
In making heaven your choice, 

And shunning hell ? 



8 I look on you again ; 

And, pleading, say, 
Why wont you leave your sins, 

And come away ? 
From Satan's cruel power. 
And live forevermore. 
And bless the joyful houTy 

That life began? 



TUB SACRED LY B E. 
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2 Come, at tlic Spirifa call; hasten away; 
Leat vengeance on you fall, no more delay. 
Come to the Gospel stream, drlq|[ and rejoice ; 
Sinners, turn, sinners, turn, make Christ your choice. , 

3 Hear God the Father tell what he has done ! 
To save a world from hell, he gave his Son ! 
Jesus, to plead for us, now dwells on high; 
Sinners, turn — sinners, turn! why will ye die? 

4 Come, all ye weary souls — rest here is giveo, — 
Life to the dying now — then crowns in heaven; 
Haste, then, without delay — to Jeeua fly ! 
Sinnera, turn — einnera, turn — why will ye die ? 



BBVITALfe — SiKNBRS IKVITBD. 
TffiB UIjKIHEBIB HfittTBir. 
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1. Oi>me mourning sinner, nid dry up yonr tears, Jesus has died, Jesus has died, 
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End. 




Come thoogh your sin like a mountain appean, Je - sus has died, died for thee. 
Now tiHH your eyes to a ho-li-er clime Pre-pared for you In the sktes. 
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Come 
Hear 
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D:?* Close with Sd stralA. D.C. 
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in the strength of your 
the sweet ac - cents of 



Sa - viour di - Tine, 
mer - cy so kind, 
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Do you remember the deep heavy sigh 

He drew for you ? He drew for you ? 
Can you forget the deep anguish and 
cry 
When he expired on the tree ? 
Lore so amazing you ne'er can foi^et, 
The nails and the spear and the cold 

bloody sweat, 
IJ^ow 7oaT redemption is full and com- 
plcte, 
J<MRiB k dime, ever thine. 

8 



I yield my spirit, my life, and my all, 

Up to the Cross, up to the Cross ; 
O never leave nor foi'sake lest I fall — ^" 

Fall from thy love and be lost :* 
Help me to dnnk from the pure fount 

above, 
To bathe in the ocean of pleasil^^ and 

love. 
Lend me th^ wings to ascend, Heavenly 
Dove, 
Far, far away to thy throne. 
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THE SACRED LTBE. 

'™™» sutneb's iNviTATioir. es & ts. 

Vrom the Wealeyan Hsrp— by pennfairion. 




1. Sin-ner go, will you go, To the high lands of heay-en?) 

Where the storms ney - er blow, And the long sum-mer's giv - en : ) 

Ajid the leaves of the bowers. In the breezes are flit - ting. 













Where the bright bloom - ing flowers, Are theh: o - dors 
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2 Where the saints robed in white- 
Cleansed in life's flowing fountain, 

Shining beauteous and bright. 
They inhabit the mountain. 

Where no sin, nor dismay, 
Neither trouble nor sorrow. 

Will be felt for a day, 
Nor be fear'd for the morrow. 






3 Christ's prepared thee a home — 

Sinner, canst thou believe it? 
And invites thee to come. 

Sinner, wilt thou receive it? 
come, sinner, come, 

For the tide is receding, 
And the Saviour will soon. 

And forever cease pleadmg. 



COME TO JESUS. 
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1. Come to Je - bus, come to Je-sus, come to Je-sns, come to Jenros, crane to 



:R?: 



^ 



^^a:i^isa^l{ 3 



=Si 



Jeflnf, come to Jesua, come to Jesus. Just now, Just now, come to Je - sns, just mom* 






gii^a 



2 He will save you— just now. I 4 He is willing— just now. I 6 I believe it— jost ngw. 
3 Heia able— just now. | 5 He is ready— just now. | 
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graoious call attend, Which Jesus senda la you : 



Te piir-iah-ing and 
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2 No loi^r now delay. 

Nor vaia excuses tVame : 
He bills you come toiiay, 

Though poor, and liliod, and la 
All things are reaiiy ; sinnara, coi 
For every trembling soul there's i 
8 Bebeve the heavenly word 
Hia messengers procl^m ; 
Be ia a graeioua Lord, 
f And fiithiul is his name. 

sliding souls, return and con 
It off despair; there yet is rooi 
't Compelled by bleeding love, 

To wandering sheup, draw nea 
Ctiriat calls Tou from above; 



His charming accents hear: 
Let whosoever will now come: 
In mercy's breast there still is room. 

ISO Xhe Jubilee Prodaitaed. TOFLUXfi 
I Blow ye the trumpet, blow. 
The gladly-solema sound; 
Let all the nations know. 

To earth's remotest bound, 
The year of jubilee ib come ; 
Return, ye ransomed sinners, 
, 2 Exalt the Lamb of God, 
[ The flio-atoning Lamb; 

I Uedemption by hiB blood, 
I Through all the iaada, proclaim: 

I The year of jubilee is come ; 
I Beturn, ye rausomed sinnera, hom 
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TH E aACBED LYRE. 

COME, YB DISCONSOLATE, lis b 10b- 
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I. Come, ye diaconso-Jate, wlier - e'er you ian-guiah, 



Imre tell your an-giuBh, Earth has 



tliat HeaVn cannot heaL 
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Here bring j-oiir wounded hearts, here teil jour 




2 Joy of tho comftrtlesa, light of the Btraying, 
Hope of the penitent, fiideleM and pure, — 
Here speaka the Comforter, in merey saying, 
Esatit has no sorrows that Heav'n cannot core. 




3 Here gee the tree of life — see wnfere flowing 

Forth from the throne of God, pure from above 
Come to the merey-seat^-come, ever knowing 
Earth has no sorrows but Heav'il can remove. 
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EEVIVALS — BISNEHB INVITED. 
COBCS, TE SINNllBS. Sb & 7a. 
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.. Come, ye alimers, poor and i 
Jo - sua ready etands to t 
Glo - ry, hoo-or, ad - o - 1 



on/, Werit and wounded, sick and sc 
vfl you, Full of pi - ty, Iote. and pos 
- tion, Christ the Lord ie — - '- — ' 
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3 to the I ord, and seek s^ ~ va - lion, Sound tlie praise of His dei 



the L ord, and seek s^ ~ va - bon, sound the praise of His dear ' 



■Sow, ye needy, come and welcome, 

Twd's free bounty glorify; 

..iS belief and true repentance, 

ivery grace that brings you nigh, 

:t not conscience make you linger, 

Nor of fitness fondly dream ; 

All the fitnera be requiretli. 
Is to feel your need of Him. 

3 Come ye weary, heavy laden, 
Bruised and mansled by the fall, 

If yon larvy till yoiTre better, 
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o the Lord, and sack salvation, 

Sound the praise of His dear name ; 
Glory, honor, adoration, 

Christ the Lord ia come to reign. 
183 TlK Ooipel rroaantation. 

1 Ilurk I tlie Gospel trumpet's sounding I 

Sinners, hear iLe joytiil call ; 
Christ, in pardoning love abounding, 

Offere liberty to ^ 
llio' your crimes have reach'd to heaven. 

And Q*' deepest dye appear, 
A^, and ihey shall be Kn-dveD, 



2 Cast your k)ad of guilt behind yon, 

To the Lord Ibr mercy flee ; 
Though the strongest fetters bind yon, 

His salvadon makes you Irce. 
Hark I the Gospel trumpet's sounding ! 

Sinners, bear the joyful call ; 
Christ, in pardoning love abounding, 

OiTers hberty to aU. 

IS* uxax. 

1 Tell us, wanderer, wildly roving 
From the path that leaJa to peace, 

Pleaaurc'B talse eni'hantment loving — 
"VVben will ihy deiuslon eeaee ? 

Once, like thee, by joys surrounded, 
We could kneel at pleasure's shrine, 

Then our brightest hopes were bounded 
By delights as Mm sk thine. 

2 But those visions never blessed oa — 
Soon (heir fleeting day was o'er ; 

Then Ao iwrid that had caressed us, 
Chanacd us with its smiles no more. 

Such is pleasure's transient story ; 
Lasting happiness is known 

Only in the ;gath to glory, 
In die SavtoQi's love aJone. 



w 



THE SACRED LY BE. 



WILL YOir GO? 
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1 tba road. Will yon go? Wtll you goJ 
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yiil - lions huTG leacdi'd that bleat abode. Anoint - ed kings and priesis to God. 



S We're going to see the binding Lamb, 

Will you (JO? Will yon go? 
In mpturooa BlraiuB to pi'alse his name, 

Will yon go? Win yon BO? 
The erovrn or life we lliwo abaJJ wear, 
Tbe ronquoror's palme our hands ibaU bear, 
jLnd All the jnyi of hvaven we'll shnre, 
mt Willyougo? WQIyongo? 
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I Jofn iho heavenly choir, 
(TO? Will you Ro7 
a and tune ihc lyin ; 



Hosiuina to thoir God and King, 
And nutke (lie heaveoly arches ring. 
- -T^jiWtaw? WlUyongo? 



go? 



4 Te weary, haaty laden come, 

Willyoat'o? Wiliyoo 
In that blest house there still is 

Willyougo? WillyOQEo? 
The Lord Is wntllng to receive, 
If now jon wlQ on him believe. 
He'll give voor titmbled consclenee earn 

WulyouKoT Will yon go? 

5 The way lo baiven is straight and pi 

Will you go? Willyougo? 
Sepent, believe, bo born again; 

Willyougo? WTllyoop 
The Saviour cries uloud 10 (hoe, 
" Take np thy eruss and fbllow m' 
And tboQ Shalt in_ . 
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1. Jesus, dear name^ how sweet the sotind, Beplcte with balm for ev'ry wonndi 
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His word declares his grace is ftoe, Come, needy sin - ner, come and see. 





€k>me, gnilly sin - ner, come and see, Will you come? Will you come? 
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He left the shining courts on high. 
Came to our world to bleed and die ; 
Jesus, the God, hung on the tree, — 
Come, helpless sinner, come and see ; 
Come, guilty sinner, come and see. 

Will you come ? Will you come ? 

Your sins did pierce his bleeding heart, 
Till death had done its dreadful part ; 
Yet his dear love stiU bums to thee, — 
Come, careless manner, come and see ; 
Come, guilty sinner, come and see, 

Will you come ? Will you come ? 

£Ss l>1ood can cleanse the foulest stain, 
And make the filthy leper clean ; 
His blood at once availed for ine, — 
Come, anxious anner, come and see ; 
Come, guSty ainner, come and see, 

Will yoa come? Will yoa cauDft'i 
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THE SACKED LYRE, 
AUDOIES. Ss, 7b & 4. 
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pit • J, loni, BDd pnwer: Hs b nble— H< la wU - Dig— doubt do man. 



■B Let no sense of guilt prevent you, 
Nor (if fitness fondij- areajn; 

All the fitness he requireth 
Ib to feci your need of liim ; 

This ho gives you; 
'Tia the Spirit's ri»ng beam. 

3 Agonizing in tbe garden, 

Lo I your SaTiour prostrate liea ; 
On the bloody tree behold him; 

There lie groans, and bleeds, and diei 
"It is finished;" 
f Heaven's atoning sacrifice. 

^k Lo! the incarnate God, ascended, 
W Pleads the merit of bb blood ; 
Tenture on him — venture wholly ; 
Let no other trust intrude : 

None but Jesus 
Can do helpleea sinners good. 



18S SintuTi Exhorted. 

1 Sinners, hear the cnelfing story 
Of the Lamb tliat once was sla' 

'T is die Lord of life and glory; 
Shall be plead with you in 

O receive him. 
And salvation now obtain. 

2 Yield no more to sin and fWly, 1 
So displeasing in his agbt ; 

Jesus bvea the pure and holy, 
They done are hia delight; 

Seek his favor, 
And your hearts to him a 

3 All your sins to him 
Who is ready to fott 

Seek the Saviour's richest biesi 
On his predona name believe; 

He is w^ting ; 
Will you not Ms grace reerave? 

CNIOH MINSXf 



BSriTAtS — BIVVS&S IVTII^BD. 
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189 7A« i^ptrtt and the Bride aay Come. 

1 Moaming sinner, come to Jesus, 
Now the Spirit whiq)en, " Gome f 

True Tonr many sinfl are srieyous^ 
And deserve a fearful £x)m ; 

StiU the Spirit 
Bids 70U to the Saviour come. 

2 Monming sinner, filled with anguish, 
Hear the Bride <k Christ say, "Come f 

Diy your tears and cease to languish, 
There is hope beyond the tomb ; 

Come to Jesus, 
At the gospel feast there's room. 

S Come, poor ^nner, come to Jesui 1 
All who hear, repeat the cry ; 

Come to him who died to save us; 
From the swift avenger fly. 

Come to Jesus, 
Heaven and earth invite thee nigh. 

4 Ho I ye weary souls and thirsty. 

Here are streams that never dry, 
Crushing streams of living waters, — 



Without money, come and buy. 

Come to Jesus, 
Freely drink and never die. oolteb. 

190 TAe Ziast Invitcttion, s. F. 81CXT& 

1 Oft the ladings of salvation, 
Have been pressed upon our ears; 

Who has heard the invitation ; 
Who in sinning perseveres? 

Who, rebellious. 
Still in sinning perseveres ? 

2 Thoughtless ones, while ye, departingi 
Hasten from these scenes away, 

Let your spirits, onward darting, 
See anomer parting day ; 
Fast approaching 
See another parting day. 

8 Each one in this congr^alion 
Then must go to heaven or hell— 

Pains imknown or sweet salvatioit— 
There for evermore to dwell 5 

None escaping. 
There for evermore to dwelL 



TO-DAY THE SAVIOITB CALLS, db. l. masoic. 
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!• To-day the Sa-viour calls 1 Ye wand'rers come; 



f 



m 
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ye be - nisht - ed 




Why long - er 



2 To-day the Saviour calls I 
For reftige fly ; 
The 0torm of venj^eance ftUs ; 
And dealih 18 nigh. 



8 To-day the Saviour calls 1 
Oh, hear him now : 
Within these sacred walls 
To J«SQft\xni. 



lEE SACKED LTBG. 
O FLT, ]H:0UEHIN& SINITBR. 11a. 

FrDm ths duisUui Igt*. 



1. O llj, moumiiig «n - ner, saith Je - bub to me, Thf 



^M^^^^miM 



guilt I will pardon, thy soul I will free ; From the chains that have bound thee, toy 



±^S 



^mmM^. 
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grace shall rolcase, And thy Btains I will wash, and thy 



2 Too long, guilty wanderer, loo long 
In Che broad road of niin, in liondoge co sai; 
Thee the wcirld has allur'd, and eni&v'd, and deceiT'd, 
Whila-niy counsel thou'at spurn'd, and my Spirit hast 



3 Though countlesB thy mub, and though 
Yet for crimes sucji as tbine 
Come sinner, and DTore me ; 
Tha mounda fliaf J bore, when I suffer'd for thee. 



i Thou doubfst not my power — deny not my mill ; 
Come, needy, come, hclplesa. thy Boul I will fill ; 
My mercy is boundless; no sinner shall say, 
HW he sued at my feet — but was driven a,w3^> Jr^> 
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TTRA B TO-DAT. L. M. A"- ifooiiirt. 



1. TiMlaj', il'you will bear his voice, Now is Ijio time to make your choicej 



if3i 
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Say, will you have thia Chriat, oi 



pstisgp^iii 
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2 Ye wandering souls, who find no rest, 
S»y, will you be forever bleat ? 

Will jmi be saved from sin and hell ? 
Will you with Christ in glory dwell ? 

3 Come now, dear youth, for ruin bonnd, 
Obey the gospel's joyful sound; 

Come, go with us, mid you shall prove 
Tho joy of Clirist'a redeeming love. 

4 Once Aore we ask ^oa in bia name — 
For yet hia love renuuns (he some — 
Say, will you to Mount Zion go '/ 

Say, will you hare this Christ, or no ? 

6 Leave all yourspoHs nnd glitt'ring toj"s, 
Come ahare with ua eternal joys ; 
Or ji ^ i 4 ^p Igfflfl J"U- bound to hell ? 
'■^— ' -^"SMSS^. » Jong ferewell t 



194 The Supper Head],, e. WKS 

1 Sinners, obey the gospel word, 
Haste to tho supper of your Lord j , 
Be wise to know your gracious dajjJ 
All things are ready, come away. 

2 Ready the Father is to ov 
And welcome hia returning 
Ready the gracious Saviour ^Uaidt 
And xpreada for you his bleeding gj 



To apply and witness Jesua' blood. 
And wash and seal you sons of God. 

4 Ready for yon the angels wait, 
To triumph in your bleat estatjj ; 
Tuning their harpa by which they ijralH 
The wondftM tii tvAeKvmfi^i^^i:^ ' 



THB 8A0EKD LYEE. 
THE SIWITEH'S RESOLVB. O. M. ^ 



1. Come, humble i 



a whose breast A tiitmsand thoughfs revoIv*| 
a, though ay aia Hath like - — - ■ " - - - 



^^mmmmm^' 



with jorir guilt and fear opprcst, And make this biat reaolve. 
may op - poao. 

-p>--»- -F^ 




I 



3 Prostrate I'll lie before hia tlirone, 
And there mj guilt confess ; 

m tell him Tta a wretch undone, 
Withont his sovereign grace. 

4 m to the gracious King approach, 
Whose sceptre pardon giyes; 

Perhaps he will command my touch — 
Ana then the suppliant lives. 

5 Perhaps he will admit my plea, 
Perhaps will hear my prayer; 

Sut if I perish, 1 will pray, 
And perish only there. 
I con but perish if I go; 
I am resolved to try ; 
or if I stay away, I know 
I must forever die. 

(6 Inquirers dtrxted (o Christ. 

1 All ye, who feel your guilt and thndi, 
And fear eternal wo, 

Attend (he goapol'a gracious call — 
This hour to Jcaus go. 

2 His cross, that pours a cleaning flood, 
ShaU all your etnins rtmove ; 

ihr erery n-oiind his precious blood 
A. Movemign balm shall prmt- 



3 Ilia conquering grace shall set yon free 
From sin's opprefsire chains, 

From Satan's hateful tyranny, 
And everlasting paina. 

4 Come, then, ye heavy laden, come I 
Hia instant help implore ; 

Umions have found in liim a home — 
- There's room for millions more. 

19T The Saviour at Ou Door. ' 

1 Amazing si^t ! the SaViour Btandl 
And knocks at every dow ! 

Ten thousand blessings in his handn, 
To satisfy the poor. 

2 " Behold," he saith, " I bleed anil die 
To bring you to mv rest: 

Hear, ^nners, while I'm passing bj. 
And be forever blest 

3 " Will yon despise my bl 
And choose the way to h 

Or in the glorions realms a' 
"With me forever dwell ? 

4 " Say, will you hear my p-ac 
And have your sins forgiven 

Or will yon make that wretched d 
And bar yotiracJTw from h 
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EirOOUBAaiiMEISrT. 78. 

N«wlj arranged ibr this work. 



ai^ii^ 
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1. Weeping soul, no long - er mourn, Je - sus all thy griefs hath bom' 
8. All tny crimes on him were laid ; See up - on his blameless head 




Tiew him bleeding on the tree, Pour - ing out his life for thee 
Wrath its utmost vengeance pours, Due to my offence and yours ; 



^ 
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There thy eve-ry sin he bore, 
Wea - ry sin-ner, keep thine eyes 



eeping soul, la-ment no more. 



On the a - ton - ing sac - ri - fice. 



5 
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I 



sk^: 
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m 



Z Cast thy guilty soul on him, 
Find him mighty to redeem ; 
At his feet thy burden lay, 
Jjfxk. thy doubts and fears away ; 
Now by faith the Son embrace, 
Plead his promise, trust his grace. 

4 Lord, thy arm must be revealed, 
£re I can by faith be healed ; 
Since I scarce can look to thee, 
Cast a gracious eve on me ; 
At thy feet myself I lay, 
r hine, O shine my sins away. 

TOPLADY. 



HAWES. 



199 

1 From the cross uplifted higli, 
Where the Saviour deigns to die, 
What melq^ous sounds we h(iar, 
Bursting onthe ravished ear ! — 

" Love's redeeming work is done — 
Come and welcome, sinner, come !** 

2 Sprinkled now with blood the throne. 
Why beneath thy burdens groan ? 
On my pierced body laid. 

Justice owns the ransom paid — 
Bow the knee, embrace the Son- 
Come and welcome, sinner, come t 



I 



|g THESACBEDLTRB. 

HAMBTJEG. L. U. An. (todi » aregorim CLanl, bT 



I. Come, wcarr soolii, witb Bin distressed, Come, and accept the promised rest; 
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The Sttvioar's gnn:iuii9 call 



lifilSSiiS^.il 



I'S Oppressed willi ain, a painful toad, 
O; Come and spread ^our woes abrwid; 
Sirine compassion, mighty lore, 
WiU all tJie pmaful load remove. 

S Here mercy's boiuidlen ocean Sows, 
To oleause your guiit and lieal your noes ; 
Pardon, and lile, and endless peace; 
Hdw rick the gift I how ira§ the grace I 

i IdOrd, we accept, with thankful heart, 
The hope thy gracious words impart ; 
We come with trerablinfr, yet rejoice, 
And bleaa the kind, inviting voice. 

S Dear Saviour, let thy wondrous love 
Tonfirm our faith, our iegrs remove 
I, sweetly influence every breast, 
A guide oa to eternal rest. 



201 The Waiting Saviour, orios. 

1 Behold a stranger at the door I 
He gently knocks— has knocked beSira; 
Has waited long— is wailing still ; 
You treat no olher friend so ill 

S O, lovely Saviour, see, he stands 
With meltmg heart and loaded faaudsl 
O, matchless kindnosa I and he sham ' 
This mal«:hless kiudaesa to his fees. 

3 But will he prove a IHend indeed? 
He will; the very ftiend you need; 
The friend of ainneis — yes, 'tis he, 
With garments dyed on Calvary. 

4 Adnut him, ere 
Ilia feet departed 
Admit hiro, or the hour's 
You'll at his door rejected 
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THE VOICE OP FBEE GBACE. 12a. 
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S ACRE D L YBE 




3. Je-sus, All] of all coa^fasaion, Hear tliy bumble iup-pliant's crrS 




2 Guilty, but with beart relenting. 
Overwhelmed with helpless grief — 

Prostrate at thy feel repentiog — 
Send, O send me quick relief I 

3 Whither should a wretch be flying, 
But to Ii'th who comfort gives ? 

Whither, from the dread of dying, 
But to him who ever Hvea ? 



Hangs my evurlualing all; 

Let thine arm be now revealed. 

Stay, O stay me, lest I &11 1 



LM4 PenilBifa Praj^r. 
1. Saviour, hear ua through thy merit, 

Eowiy bending at lliy feet ; 
O, draw near lis by thy Spirit, 

Proatralc at tJiy mercy-seat ! 

2 Wretches!, sinfiil, and unworthy; 

Sick, and poor, and deaf, and blind ; 
Oft unraiiidfal, while before thee. 

That we need a &ieod so kind. 



3 0, how jirecious is the favor 

Of forgiveness through thy blood! 
Come, thou gracious, bleeding Saviour, 
Be our Advocate with God, 

4 For the joys of thy salvation. 
Still we raise oar cries to thoe i 

Hear the voice of supplication, 
Set our souls at liberty. 

205 A Fountain opened for Sin, 
I Come to Calvary's holy mountaiii. 

Sinners, ruined by the fall ; 
Here a pure and healing jbuntmn 

Flows to you, to me, to all 



3 Come, in sorrow 

Wounded, impotent, and blind; 
Here the guilty, free remission, 

Here the troubled, peace may find. 

3 He that drinks shall live foreverj 
'T is a soul-renewing flood ; 

God is failhM;— God will never 
Break his covenant ot' blood. 

MOMTOOICKKT. 
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BirVBRLT. e. M. 



Campoaed Ibr tbis work bj J. A* 
N /TN _ 
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1. Beai^ the gospel pool, Appointed for the poor, From time to time my 
2^. How often fiave I jbhoughjb, Why should I longer Ue ? Sorely the mercy 





i^BaH 




help-less soul Has waited for a cure, Has waited for a cure. 
I have sought Is not for such dS !> I? not for such as I. 
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9 IPnt whither can I go? 

There is no other pool 
Where atreiu»s of soVreign mercy flow, 

To make a^ dinner whole. 

4 Here then, fxtQm day to dayi 

ril wait, And hope, and try ; 

Can Jesus hear a sinner pray, 

Yot suflfey WW to die ? Wfwvoj^. 



207 QQYf^J^. 

1 My fonper hopes are fled^ 
My terror now begins ; 

1 feel, alas ! that I am dead, 
In trespasses and sins. 

2 Ah, whither shall I fly V 
I hear the thunder roar ; 

The law proclaims destruction nigh, 
And vengeance at the door. 

8 When I review my ways, 

I dread impending doom ; 
But sure, i^ mendly whisper flftys, 

'^Flee from the wrath to come.^ 



A I see, or think I see, 
A glinmi'ring from afkr; 

A beam of day that shines for me. 
To save me from despur. 

6 Forerunner of the sun. 
It marks the pilgrim's way: 

m gaze upon it while I run, 
^d wi^tch the riging day. 



%09 



^.wakened. 



xsos* 



1 I iust begin to see ; 

Ah I Lora, what shall I do ? 
How eSiall a wretched sinner flee 
FrcHB everlasting wo ? 

2 I dare no longer stay 

So nigh the jaws of hell : 
Yet how to go, or find the way 
To Christ, I cannot tell. 

8 O Lord, though I am vile. 

Receive me as I am ; 
And let thy sovereign mercy smilo^ 

On me, through Christ i£» Lamk. 



IM 



THE SACBED LYEE. 

A8M0K. C. U. ACT. from Olun-.b;!!*.!, 
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Iky mcpcy - seat, 
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2 If tears of Borrow would snffice 
To pay the debt I owe, 

Tears ehould from both my ■? 
Iq ceaseless torrenla flow, 

3 But no such sacnfice I plead 
To expiate my guilt; 

N > toars bat those wliii^h &oa hftBt ehe 

I Ko blood, but thou hast spUb 

i I plead thy sorrows, dearest Lord, 



Dot! 






210 Candemued by th 

1 Ah, what con I, a fian 

Wilh al! my guilt opprera'd 
J feel the hardoess of my heart. 

And conscience knows no rest 



2 Great God, thy good and perfect law, 
Does all my lire condemn, 

The secret evils of my soul 
Fill me with fear and shame. 

3 How many precious Sabbaths gone 

And O, what cause have I to mourn. 
Who mi^mproved diem aU I 

4 How long, how often have I hi 
Of Jesus and of beavou ; 

Tet scarcely listen'd to his w 
Or pra/d to be fot^v*n I 



r,do. 



And grant renewing grace ; 

For thou this flinty heart canst bi 

And tJiine shall be the praisB. 
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STTBMISSIOir. Ii.M. 




1. O that my load of sin were gone ; O that I couM at last submit 



i 



IF 
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At Je-sns' feet to lay me down — To lay my soul at Jesus' feet 



^ 



B 
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2 Best for my soul I long to find ; 

Fountain of rest, thou, Saviour, art ; 
Give me thy meek and lowly mind, 

And stamp thine image on my heart 

8 Fain would I learn of thee, my God, 
Thy light and easy burden prove ; 

The cross, aU stained with hallowed blood. 
The labor of thy dying love. 

4 I would ; but thou must give the power ; 
My heart from every sin release ; 

Bring near, bring near the joyful hour. 
And fill my soul with heavenly peace. 

5 Come, Lord, the drooping nnner cheer, 
Nor let thy chariot wheels delay ; 

Appear, in my poor heart appear; 
My God, my Saviour, come away. 



212 Coming to the Saviour, 

1 Wretched and guilty as I am, 
Almighty God, 1 come to thee; 

No other refuge can I find, 
No other hope my soul can see. 

2 In vain I hide my deep distress ; 

In vain I seek the world's false smile ; 
My heart is beating with its fears. 
And breaks with sorrow all the while. 

8 I sought the pleasures of tl^ world ; 

I sought the joys of wealth and fame : 
But kept the cause of grief within. 

And found the aching heart the same. 

4 Now, Saviour, Father, l^Gghty One, 
I come to thee— to thee alone ; "^' 

I cast my former hopes away ; 
O, let thy blood &r me atone. 



im 



THE SACKED I, Y K E ■ 

THE SUBBSNUEB.. C. F. M. 
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lenfKli I vitlii; Mv beart, bv mlghlv ji;raCG compellGd, 

3, If thou hadst bid thy thunders roll, And lightninga flash to awe my souL 
S. Kow, Lord, I would be tbiae alone; Come, take possesson of ihiae a 

s=l= 



mmm^mm^^ 



Sut^rea - ders all to thee : Againat thy terror? long I strove, 

my heart sub- 
Jia's hard com 



m^m^i 



I sriU had etubborn been : But mer - ey has my heart sub-dued, 

For thou bast set me ire« ; Re-leased iron Sntaa's hard command, 
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But who ean stand agaioat thy love 't — Lovo conquers 



A bleeding Saviour I have Tiewed, And now I hate my an. 
See all my powers in wait-ing stand. To be cm-ployed by lliee. 



BBVIVALg-r-ZSIirirEitj^ OOljryEBTED 
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HYMNS FOB i'TlSE SUBBDHDEB." 



Sll Trustmg in Christ for Pardon. 

1 

thou that hear'at the prayer of faith, 
Wilt thou not save a soul m>m death 

That casts itself on thee ? 

1 have no refuge of my own, 

But fly to what my Lord hath done 
Aiid suffered once for me. 



Slain in the guilty sinner^s atea^i 
l£a spotless righteousness I plead, 

And his ayailing blood ; 
That righteoudnesd my robe ejiall be, 
That merit shall atone for me, 

And bring me near to God. 



Then save me from eternal dead^ 
The si^t o£ adoption breathe, 

Iffis consolations send ; 
By him some word c^ life impart. 
And sweetly whisper to my heart, 

« Thy Maker is thy friend.' 



w 



The king of terrors then would be 
A welcome messenger to me. 

To bid me come away ; 
Uliclo^ed by earth, or earthly things, 
Pd mount, I'd fly, with eager wings. 

To everlasting day. toplady. 



9ili 



The New Birth. 
1 



OCKUM. 



Awaked by Sinai's awM sound. 
My soul in bonds of guilt I found, 

And knew not where to go ; 
Eternal truth did loud proclaim, 
The sinner must be bom ag^. 

Or sink to endless wo. 



When to the law I trembling fled. 
It poured its curses on my head — 

I no relief could find ; 
This fear&l truth increased my pain, 
f !pie sinner must be bom again. 

And whelmed my tprturod mind. 



The saints I heard with rapture tell 
How Jesus conquered deatn and hell, 

And broke the fowler's snare : 
Yet when I found this truth remaia. 
The sinner must be bom again, 

I sunk in deep despair. 

^ 4 
But while I thu9 in anguish lav. 
The gracious Saviour passed iuua way, 

And filled my heart with love ; 
The sinner, by his justicfp sUin, 
No^ by his grace is bom againi 

And hopes for bliss above. 

316 Pleading for Acceptance, 

1 
When thou, my righteous Judge, shall 

come 
To take thy ransomed people home. 

Shall I among them stand ? 
Shall such a worthless worm as I, 
Who sometimes am afrsdd to die. 
Be found at thy right hand ? 

2 
I love to meet thjr people now. 
Before thy feet witn them to bow. 

Though vilest of them all ; 
But — can I bear the piercing thou^t ?«— 
What if my name should be left out, 

When thou for^em shalt call ? 



Lord, prevent it hy thy grace ; 
Be thougn my only hiding-place, 

In this th' accepted day ; 
Thy pardoning voice, O, let me hear. 
To still my unbelieving fear, 

Nor let me fall, I pray. 

4 
And when the final trump shall so^md. 
Among thy saints let me be found. 

To bow before thy fece : 
Then in triumphant strains 111 sing, 
While heaven's resounding manaonn ling 
With praise of sovereign grace. 

i^ipfon's col. 
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HAPPY DAT. L. M. 



mmm^m^m 



iiiSigi iiiiiia 



^ps^;pgg^ ^|ga' 




And live re - joic - ing every day. 



8 Tb done, the great traTisaction's done; 

I am my Lord's, and he is mine ; 
r He drew me, and I followed on, 

Charmed to confeea the TOice divine. 
Happy day, &o. 




Nor ever from thy Lord depart; 
With hif of every good ponmed. 
Happy day, &c. 



4 'i . 
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1. I have sought round the verdant earth, For un - fad - ing joy, ) 

I have tried oye-ry source of mirth. But all, all willdoy; ) Lord b^ 
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stow on me, Grace to set the spirit free; Thine the praise shall be, Mine, mine the joy. 




I have wandered in mazes darkf 
Of doubt and distress, 

I bays not bad a kindling spark, 
My spirit to bless; 
Cheerless unbelief, 

Filled my laboring soul with grief; 
What shall give relief 
What shall give peace? 

8 

I then turned to thy gospel. Lord, 

Fran folly away, 
I then trusted thy holy word, 

That tao^t me to piay ; 



Here I found release. 
Weary spirit here found rest, 
Hope of endless bliss, 
Eternal day. 



I will now praise my heavenly kin^ 

ril praise and adore ; 
The heart's richest tribute bring, 

To thee, God of power; 

And in heaven above, 
Saved by thy redeeming love. 

Loud the strains shall move^ 

Foreyermoro. 
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THE S A CEt: D LY EE. 



DISCIPLE. 89 A) 78. 
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, I my cross have tak - en, AU to leave and fol-iow thee; 
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Naked, poor, de-spised, for - sok - eo, Thou fitim hence my all ahalt be. 
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Yet how rich is my con - di - lion, God and heaven are still mine own. 



m 



2 Let the world desinse and leave me. 

They have left my Saviour too ; 
Hmnan hearts and looks deceive me, 

Thon art not, like them, untrue ; 
And while thou shalt smile upon me, 

God of wisdom, love, and might. 
Foes may hate, and fiiends disown me ; 

Show thy face, and all is bright 

8 Go then, earthly fame and treasure. 

Come, disaster, scorn and pain; 
In thy service, pain is pleasure. 

With thy favor, loss is g^ ; 
I have called thee Abba, Father, 

I have set my heart on thee ; 
Storms may howl, and clouds may gather. 

All must work for good to me. MomrooMSBT 

SaO Btooicing in Hope of the Glory of Qod, ' 

1 Enow, my soul, thy full salvation ; 

Bise o'er sin, and fear, and care, 
Jm to find, in every station, 

Something still to do or bear: 
Think what Spirit dwells within thee : 

Think what Father's smiles are thine ; 
Think what Jesus did to win thee : 

Child of heaven, canst thou repine ? 

2 Haste thee on from grace to glory, 

Armed by faith and wingea by prayer; 
Heaven's eternal day *s before thee ; 

God's own hand dfiall guide tibee there : 
Soon shall close thy eartmy mission; 

Soon shall pass thy pilgrim days ; 
Hope shall change to glad fruition. 

Faith to nght, and prayer to praise. GRA3IT 



THE SACRED I.YBE. 
CHRIST THE WAY. L. M. 



Amngrf ihr IBIj wort. 
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The King's liinh way of 



a-w--*: 



narrow way, till him I view \— 
go, I'or all his patUs are peace, , 






3 Tliis ia the way I long have sought, 
And mourneii because I found it riot; 
My grief, my burden long has been, 
Because I could not ceaae from aiu. 
A The more I strove against its power, 
i siuDed and stumbled but the more ; 
rdl late 1 heard my Saviour say, 
" Come hither, aoul; I am the way." 
6 T^ ! [;lad I come ; and thou, blesc Lamb, 
Wilt take me to thee as I am ; 
Nothing bnt sin I thee can ^Ive, 
Nothing but love shall I receive. 
G Then wil! I tell to sinnere round 
What a dear Saviour I have found ; 
J"!) point to thy redeeming blood, 
iLnd Bay, " Behold the way to God." 



ITia Feniteal going to Cflria. 
I JuEt OS I am, without one plea, 

it that thy blw|l was sbed for me, 
Ijind that thou bidat ma cotno to thee, 
U Lamb of Ood, I come, I come ! 
r ijust as 1 am — and waiting not 
Wp rid my Koul of one durk b!ot, 
wo tbi>e, whose blood can cleanse each 



I, I CI 



poor, wreteheti, blind 
Sight, riches, liealiii^ of the mind, 
Yea, all 1 need, in tJiee to find, | 

O Lamb o( God. I come, I eoo^l I 

4 Just S9 I am, thoa wilt receive, 

Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, retieret 
Because thy promise I believe, 

O Lamb of God, I come, I ooo ' 

5 Just a-i I am— thy love anknoirn. 
Has broken every barrier down ; 
Now, to be tliiuc, yea, thine alone, 

O Lamb of Ciod, I come, I con 
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If-Dedict 



DAvm, 



1 Lord, I am tlune, entirely thine ; 
Purchased alone by blood divine; 
With fiiU consent I ;jield to thee. 
And own thy sovereign right to ma 

2 Grant me, in mercy, now a place 
Among the children of thy Rraee ; 
A wretched ^nner, lost to God, 
Bnt ransomed by Immanuel's blooi 

3 Thue my new Master now 1 eall. 
And consecrate to thee my all : 
Lonl, let me live and die to thee ; 
Be thine tbroDgfa aU«i 




BBVIVALB — SINN BBS CONVERTED. 1)1 

TILTON. C. If. Double. 



eril long I took de-!ight, Unawod by ahame or fear, 
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truc^k my sight And stopped ray wild c 
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lie fised his languid ejes 
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life^i^ii^ 
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2 O. nerer till my lateat breath, 

Shall I forget that look; 
It seemed to charge me with hia death, 

Tboogh not a word be i<poke, 
Mj roDEcieace felt aad owned tliegailt; 

it plmiged me in de^air ; 
T 8SW the mm his blood had spilt, 

Jiad helped to nail him thu«. 



S A second look ho gate, which sajc 

"I freely all forgive; ' 
This blood is for thy ranaou 

I die that thou loayst livi. 
Thua, while his death my sin 

In all its darkest hue, 
Such is the myatery of grace, 

It aeaia my panloQ too. 




THE SACRED LYHE. 



I BEVITAL. P. H. 



Wocli by ROBmiT TURKIinu:. 



a are beadiog Low at tlie tlirrme, Je - bus 



2. Angels are wafching, O 
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down, Son - light 






fflopng Won ■ dera of grace ; 
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Soft from lie aty ; Bright 

I 



That gleam on the eye. 



J fiom on high, Freed hearts are Boaring A - wav to the Ay I 



REVIVALS. 
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gpiiiiliii^ 
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ske hia saints to pray, And gave us this re - viv - al day. 
cloud of gloom away, And brought this bright revival day. 

iitiitJiiisai 



Tell how he woke hia 
Rent the thick cloud of gk 



3 What enmity we felt within ; 
Torture, and strife, Ihe fruit of sin. 

Ere our proud heart would stoop t'obey. 
And nrelcome this revival day. 

4 Daueh(«ra ol Zion, sons of God, 
Rise with melodious songs aloud ; 
Teil to the world how blest are tiey, 
Who share in a revival day. 

5 O, MnnerB, cast yoor weaporw down, 
Y« lukewarm, rouse ! your lolly own, 
And chant aloud Jehovah's praise. 
Who grants us these revival days. 

b O Father, Son, and Iloly Ghost, 
(>(ie God in whom we alt can trust, 
Take not the heavenly Dove away, 
Nor shorteii this revival day. 



) Bejoice, fiir Cluiat, the Saviour reigns ; 

Ue sjireaila his triumphs all abroad, 
AadBUners, cleansed trom all their stains, 

Own hiui ilieir Sa^taui' and their God. 



2 His soDi and daughters from alar 
Daily at Zbn's gate arrive ; 

Those who were dead in sin bofbre 
By sov'reigii grace are made alive. 

3 0, may his conquests still iiit'r(.'asB, 
And ev'ry fiw his power subdue 1 

While angels celebrate his praise. 
And sainU Ills growing glorieti sliow. 

aS7 Jve in Staneajw a rrpciling Sinner, 

1 "Who can describe the joys that rise, 
Through all tho eourte of Parailise, 
To see a penitent retnm,— 

To see an heir of glory bom ? 

2 With^y the Father does approve 
The fnnt ol' his eternal love ; 

The Son with joy looks down, and 
The puifhase of his a] 



3 The Spirit takes delight k 
Tho boly soul he formed ane 
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H E SACBED LtHE. 
OAISAAN. L. M. 



m^ti by S. EUGBABD In 1S43. 
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Together let ub sweet-ly live, I am bound for the land of Canaan, 
I peace irhich none but Chriat ean give, I am, &c. 



HipiliiEiiiipa 



2. Thereismy houan not madu with hands, I am bound for tltc liuid of Can 
And there my Saviour wailing stands, I am, Stc. 
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O Canaan, it is mj hap - py home ; I am bound for the laud oi' CauoAii. 
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8 "Hub anful world is not my rest, 

a bound Ibr the land of Canaan, 

o lean on Jeans' breast, 
II buimd fur the land of CaiMian. 
OCa. 



w ^^m^ 



i Then come witi me, beloved fnend; 

1 am bound for the land of CaluUUl ; 
The joys of heaven shall 

I am bound for the land of CaoMm. 
O Canaan, Sk. 
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WHEN WE PASS OVEB JORDAN, ds & 7fl« 

[Am. YocaUsti -^ By pennisaion.] 
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1. Je^ns sought me when a stranger, Wand'ring firom the fold of Crod : ) 

He, to save my soul from danger, In - teri)osed his precious blood ! ) We shall 
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2. O to grace how great a debtor, Dai-iy I'm constrained to be! J 

Let thy gtace. Lord, like a fitter, Bind my wand'ring heart to thee : j On the 

m 
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3. Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it. Prone to Icare the God I love — J 

Here's my heart, O take and seal it; Seal it for thy courts above. } On the 
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pan orer Jordan) Gome gp along with me^ We'll pass over Jordan, and sound the Ju-bi-lee. 
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dde of Jordan, llow happy vm shall be, We'll pass oter Jordan) and sound the Ju-bl-lee« 
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other ride of Jordan, How happy we shall be, W<i'll pass orer Jordan, and sound the Ju^bi-lee. 
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B.4 THE SACKED LYRE. 

O WHEIT SHAIiZi I SEB JBSUS. 7b to 08. 



1. O Wlien Bhall 1 see Je - am, And reign with him a - bore ? Aof 



NUii^Jiil ^Sa^ 



2. But now I am a aol - dier, My Capt^'s gone be - fort ; He> 



m^^^^ 



i. Tliro' grace I am de - tw-miaed To conquer tHo' I die, And 
4> And if jou meet mth tri • ak, and trouHea an the wa^, Caat 
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5> do not be difl - comiiged, For Je-Biu is your friend, And 



i^i^fe^ig^ 



rmm. that floiiiDg fomitaln, Hrinli Gverlutlng lote? Wban. aball I be de-Iivercd, From 



miiipiiiiiiii-^ 



gtv-on mo ray or-ilera. And bids mo not gtre o'cm f I coti-tinne faithnd. 



i^iis^i^EissiS 



IT jon lack fijr kiiowled|{a, HeTl not refkise to lend ; Ndlher will he npbr^d von, tW 



atriTALs. 
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thJB Tain vmld of sin, And with m^' blessed Je -> sua Drink endless pleasures in? 
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righteous crown hell gire) And all his valiant sol - diets, £ - ter - nal lif e shall have* 
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bid you all a • dieu; And 0, my friends, prove faithfhl. And on your way pursue* 
fiiith, and hope, and love, And when the combat's ended. You'll reiin^n with him abort. 
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of - ten you re - quest; He'll give you grace to conquer. And take you home to rest« 



232 Christ the Oreat Physician^ 

1 How lost was my condition, 

Till Jesus made Ine whole I 
There is but one Physician 

Can cnre a sin-rack sonl. 
Next door to death he found me, 

And snatched me from the gi^ve, 
To tell to all around me 

His wondrous power to save. 

2 From men great skill professing, 

I thought a cure to gain ; 
But this proved more distressing, 

And added to my pain. 
Some S2ud that nothing ailed me ; 

Some gave me up for lost ; 
Thus eveiy refuge f^ed me, 

And all my h^s were crossed. 

8 At length, this great Phyrician-^ . 

How matchless is his grace I 
Accepted my petition, 

And undertook my case ; 
First gave me aght to view him,— 

For sin my eves had sealed,— 
Then bade me look unto him : 

I looked, and I was healed. 

% A dying, risen Jesus, 

SeenTy the eye of faith, 
At once mxn danger frees tM, 
And savet the iral fton deadi. 



Come, then, to this Physician ; 

His help hell finely give ; 
He makes no hard coumdon; 

'Us only. Look and live. 

NSWTOX. 



233 Looking forward to Heaven, 

1 From every earthly pleasure, 

Froni every transient joy, 
From every mortal treasure, 

That soon will fade and die ; 
No longer these desiring. 

Upward our wishes tend, 
To nobler bliss aspiring,. 

The joys that never end. 

2 From every piercing sorrow, 

That heaves our breast to-day^ 
Or threatens us to-morrow, 

Hope turns our eyes away: 
On wmgs of faith ascending. 

We see the land of light. 
And feel our sorrows ending 

In infinite delight. 

S *Tis true we are but strangers, 

We sojourn here below ; 
And countless snares and dangers 

Surround the path we go ; 
Though painM and distr^sing, 

Yet there*^ a rest above; 
And onward still we're preaniigi 

To reach that land OK kne. 



THE SACKED LYItB. 
AKAZLNa GBACE. O. U. 
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'Xis grace has Lrougbt me safo dius far, And grace will lead me home. ( 
3. Yc9, when this flesb and heart shall fail, And mortal life Bhall cease, > 
I Bhall poBsesa with ■ in the veil, A life of joy aad peace. J 
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'Twas graxre that taught my heart to fear. And grace my fears i 
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s did that grace appear, The hour I first be - lieveil. 
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An»ng«d for this wotic. 







1. 0, how hsppy axe they Who their Safiour o - bey, And hare laid up their treasure A* 



ii^HigSSiiiS 



m^^^^m 



3 



U- 







bove! Tongue can nerer ezprem The sweet comfbrt and peace Of a soul in its ear • 11 - est love. 
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2 That sweet comfort was mine 
When the favor divine 

I had found in the blood of the Lamb. 
When at first I believed, 
What true joy I received ! 

What a heaven in Jestts' sweet name I 

8 'Twas a heaven below 

My Redeemer to know ; 
And the angels could do nothing more 

Than to fall at his feet, 

And the story repeat, 
And the Lover of sinners adore. 

4 Jesus, all the day long, 
V Was my joy and my song : 
O ibafc all bis salvation might seo I 



He hath loved me, I cried, 

He hath suffered and died 

To redeem such a rebel as me ! 

5 On the wings of his love, 
I was carried above 

All my sin, and temptation, and pain ; 

And I could not believe 

That I ever could grieve, 
That I ever should suffer again. 

6 the rapturous height 
Of that holy delight 

Which I felt in the life-giving blood I 

Of my Saviour possessed, 

I was perfectly blessed. 
As if filled with the fulness of God. 
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SiCIitb LYRE. 



COIITTEST'a FABEWEXiL. 
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ei In; Beyond th« dkl^ 
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y home, Thia world ia all s wllilemeSB, TJiis worlil ia 
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8 Farewell, dear fiiends, I may not atay, 
The home I seek a far away ; 
■Where Christ is not, I cannot be — 
This land is not the land for me. 
4 My Iiape, m^ heart, is now on high, 
There all my joys and tresBures lie ; 
■Where seraphs bow ajid bund the knee, 



Faraaking Sinful Pluaaures. wat 
I laend the joys of earth nwaj'; 
I Away, ye femiilers of the mind I 
' as the amootli, dei'eitfiil sen, 
d etaply as the whlstHog wind. 



3 Your streams were floating me along 
Down to the gnlf of black despair ; 

And while I listened to your song. 
Your streams had e'en conveyed ms 

3 Lord, I adore thy matchless BT'ace. 
Tbat warned me of that dark abyw, 

That drew me frmn tboae treacherous 

And bade me seek superior bliai. 

4 Now to the phjning realms abova r 
I stretch [qv hands, and gltm 

ej'es : _■ 
for the pinions of a dove, 
To bear me to tlie ^jiper d 
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HEAVENLY JJJSTLOTSl. 




1. At - tend ye ssdnts, and hear me tell, The won-ders of 

ALTO. 
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2. When Je - sua saw me fix)m on high, Be - held my soul in 

3. Then I be - gan to weep and cry, And looked this way and 
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man-u - el, Who saved me fi:x)m a bum - ing hell, And brought 
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ru - in lie, He looked on me with pity - ing eye, And said 
that, to fly, It grieved me so that I must die: I strove 

■N 1 Kt- 
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my soul with him to dwell. And feel this bless-ed u - nion. 



m 



— I- 



I 



w^w 



tiz 



^ 



-m- -j^ -m- 



to me as 
sal - va - tioi 



5 



he passed by, "With God you have no 
taen to buy: But still I had no 
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u - nion. 
u - nion. 
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4 But when I hated all my sin, 

Itfy dear Redeemer took me in, 

And with his blood he washed me clean ; 

And oh ! what seasons I have seen 

Since first I felt this union. 

U 



5 I praised the Lord both night and day 
And went from house to house to pray, 
And if I met one on the way, 
I found I'd something still to say 
About this heavenly union. 
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BACRED LYRE. 



„ Li J* AmogKHir RtT. J. W. DAUHUN. [By pwmtartOB.I 



>, We're homonardboopd, 
1 Tosacd on tliB waves of a rongh, restlcaa tide, We're homo«ard boimd, 
jWild-ly [lie atorm sweeps us on as !t roars, We're homeward boiiia, 
J Lookl yon-dcrlia the Iniglit, heav-eQ-ly Bboree, We're homeward boauS, 



-St*»S, 
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home-ward lionnd. For frnm the 
home wont bound; Steari - y, O 



- lot! stand flrm 
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Seek - ing our Fa- ihcr's co - les - Hal a - bodo. Prom - isa of 
ftfAul - vT WA Knnn nliall nut - w<Mith - tsr tlia miip. O hnw wa 



Mili^ife^Si^i 



I which 0*1 na each ho be-aiowed, We're homeward bound, homewurd bound. 



' fly 'ncutb ihe loud creak-ing sail, We're homeward bound, homeward boimd. 



3 Down the liorkion the earth dJaappeam, 

We're homewurd bound : 
JoyfW, O romrailos ! no aighujg or tears, 



the harbor of heaven now we 0fit(t 

We're home at last; 
Softly we drift on ita bright Blivertlito, 



Safely we stand on the mdtant sborc^ . 
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^ 1. Be - 



ON THE CROSS. 

Arranged by Hbt. J. W. DADBfUN. [By pemdirion.] 



^ 
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hold I be - hold the Lamb of God, 

For you he shed his pre - cious bipod, On 

2. 'Tis done I the mi^h - ty deed is done, On 

The bat - tie fought, the Tic - tory won. On 



On the 



the 
the 
the 
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8. Where - e'er I 

In noth - ing e 
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I tell the story, Of the 
my soul shall glory, Save the 
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Croes, on the Cross, 

Cross, on the Cross, 

Cross, on the Cross, 

Cross, on the Cross, 



Now hear his all - im - por-tant 
E - li - la - ma sa - Dae - tlia 
The rocks do rend, the mountains quake. 
While Je - sus doth a - tone-ment make, \ 



ery,> 
-m;[ 
lake, ) 
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Cross, of the Cross, ) 
Cross, sare the Cross, ) 



}Yes, this my con-stant theme shall be, ) 
Thro' time and in e - ter - ni - ty, ( 




Draw near and see your oaviour die. On the Cross, on the Cross. 
While Je-sus suffers for your sake. On the Cross, on the Cross. 
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That Je - gas gofifered aeatli for me, On the Crosa, on the Cross. 
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THE SACRED LYRE. 

Z.OBB, BElIEUiBEB ICE. 7b. 
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3 Thus he si>ent his tricked bi'ealh, 
In ihe veiyjawa of death; 
Periahed, as too inaiij' do, 

With the Savionr in his view. 

4 Sut the otlier, touched with grace, 
Saw the danger of hia case, 

t Faith received to own his Lord, 
VPhom tlte scribes and priesta abhorred. 
6 "Lord," he prayed, " remember me, 
Jphen in glory thoushalt be," — 
fSoon with me," the Lord replica, 
P " Thou shaJt be in paradifio." 
S This was wondrous grace indeed, 
Grace bestowed in time of need 1 
Sinners, trust in Jesus' name, 
Ton wUI find him stiU the u 



142 SignsBfRaiici 

Saw ye not the cloud arise. 

Little aa a hiunan hand \ 
Now it fipreads aloi^ the flkiee, 

Hangs o'er all the thirsty land. 



But the Lord will shortly piwtt 't 
All the blessings of his lov«. \ 

3 When he fiist the work begun,^ 
Small and feeble was its day; ' 
Now the word doth swiftly run, 
Now it wins its wideuing way. 

i Sons of God, your Saviour praise ; 
He the door hath opened wide; 
He hath given the word of gracei 
Jeans' won! is glorified 
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*^ 1. The (lav has eoioe. the iovta] dav. At Innsrth IIifi ilni hna r'nmi>. Wlinn iui[nU 



2. Hon beaa-ti-fol, ou mouuudDs' top, Tlie heiald'i Tcot ap - pear; While ti- 
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an^lH joy dUpLkj, O'er BioiiFrv 






And, with an humble, broken hearti 

IlU sinsaiid errors moarnBl , 

|j_PleaBed witli the new3,thesaiDtHheloiv ■ 

y In sonoj their tongues emploj ; I 

De skies the tidiu^ go, 

AlMTOinfiUedintitjajr. ti»| 



3 WellpleasedtheFatherseesand: 

The conscious sinner'a mam; 

Jesus rec^Tes him in hia arms, 

And cl^ma bim for bis onn. 




loat is fband," they eiogi 
Ajid atrilce the soanding Ijre. 



THE GARDEW HYMBT. C. P. M. 
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llcfreshing sbowcTS of grace diyine, From Je-aus flow to eve-rv Tine, Whicli 
Tbe des-ert bloBaoms aa the rose, Wheo Jesus conquors all bis foea, And 
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makes the dl^ad re - vitb, Which makes the dead re 
makei his peo - pie one, Aad makes his peo - pie 




4 Amen, amen, my soul replies, 
I'm bound to meet you in the Bties, 

And claim my mansicia tJwre; 
Now bero'a inj heart, and here's my lin-nH , 
To meet jioa in that heavcnl; land, 

Where we shall part no ffl — ■ * 



REVIVALS. 



127 



THE FILGBIM. 
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gho - my vale?) "No! Pm bound for the king-dom; Will you 

cour - age fail ? ) 

lone - ly "void ; i " Oh, Pm bound, &c. 

such a OTTIDB. \ 
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go to glo - ry -with me? Hal-le - lu - jahl Praise ye the Lord." 



:R=t 



i;r- p~g~g" 



^= 



^§E 



I Such a Guide I no guide attends thee, 
Hence for thee my fears arise ; 

If some guardian power defend thee, 
'Tis unseen by mortal eyes. 
" Oh, Pm bound, &C.'' 

i " Yes, unseen ; but still beUeve me, 
Such a guide mj steps attend; 

Hell in every strait reUeve me, 
He will guide me to the end ; 
For I am bound, &c. 

5 Pilgripi, see that stream befi)re thee, 

Da^y rolling through the vale ; 
l^oald it9 boisterous waves roll o'er thee, 



Would not then thy courage fail I 
"No! Pm bound, &C.'* 

6 " No ; that stream has nothing firightfuL 
To its brink my steps Pll bend ; 

Thence to plunge 'twill be delightful ; 
There my pUgrimage will end. 
For Pm Dound, &." 

7 While I gazed, with speed surprising, 
Down the vale she plunged from sight; 

Gazing still, I saw her rising. 
Like an angel clothed in light ! 
Oh, she's gone to the kingdom, — 
Will you fellow her to gloiry ? 
Hallelujah I Fftuse ye the Locd. 



i 



THE SACKED 1. YRE. 

LOVE DIVINE. 8s & 7h. 



w^mm^m&^'^m 



1. Love diyine, all love ex - cel-liog, Joj' of heav'n in earth come down, 



Ef^^f 



reatbe, Obrcathe thy loringSpirit, In-to eve-ry troubled breaotl 



•iiEiiipiif^i^iii^ 



Fix in us tliy humble dwell-ing, All thy feith-fiil n 

with thy sal - va - tion, En- ter eTO - ry trembling heart 



r„* ._ _ii ■_ .1.. _ ■ 1 jT r ^1 e_ J i.L__ ■ _j . _ ^ 



be - gin-ning, Set o 



^^^Bg^ l ggggg^g^ 
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- paa-aion, Pure, uu-bound-cd love tiiou art, 



l^lMl^iPpligiSp^ 



Take a^wjiy the lo^■G of 




u9 all tli'y life 
' Suddenly return, and 
I Never more thy ttmple leave 1 
^ [Hiee we would be nlways HesKng, 

arve thee as thine boetB above ; 

Y, and praiso thee without ceaang, 

Jprrjn thy perfeirt love. 



whole I'nlvatJoD 



Perfectly secured by thee 
Changed trom glory ' 



Lost in wander, lovo and p 



glorj, 

take oiu- place; 

before thee, 
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HTMNS FOR "LOVE DIVINE." 



MS Worldip Plecuures Benounced. 

1 Vain are all terrestrial pleasiires ; 

Mix'd wi*ii dross the purest gold ; 
Seek we then for heavenly treasures — 

Treasures never waxing old. 
Let our best affections centre 

On the things around the throne: 
There no thief can ever enter ; 

Moth and rust are there unknown. 

2 Earthly joys no longer please us ; 

Here would we renounce them all; 
Seek our only rest in Jesus, 

Him our Lord and Master call 
Faith, our lan^d spirits cheering, 

Points to brighter worlds above ^ 
Bids us look for his appearing; 

Bids us triumph in ms love. 

8 May our light be always buminff, 

And our loins be girded round, 
Waiting for our Lora's returning, 

Longmg for the welcome sound. 
Thus^e Christian life adorning, 

Never need we be a&aid, 
Should he come at night or morning, 

Early dawn, or evening shade. 



249 Light. topladt. 

1 Light of those whose dreary dwelling 

Borders on the shades of death, 
Bise on us, Thyself revealing. 

Dissipate the clouds beneath. 
Thou, of heaven and earth Creator, 

In our deepest darkness rise, 
Scatter all the night of nature. 

Pouring light upon our eyes. 

2 Still we wait for thine appearing ; 

Life and joy thy beams impart, 
Chasing all our fears, and cheering 

Every poor, benighted heart 
Come, and manifest the favor 

Thou hast for the ransom'd race ; 
Come, thou glorious God and Saviour, 

Come, and bring the gospel grace. 

8 Save us, in thy great compassion, 
O thou mild, pacific Pnnce ! 
Give the knowledge of salvation, 
Give the pardon of our sins. 



By thine all-sufficient merit, 
Every burdened soul release ; 

Every weary, wandering spirit. 
Guide into thy perfect peace. 

250 Great Medeemer. CH. ltbb. 

1 Great Redeemer, friend of sinners. 

Thou hast wondrous power to save ; 
Grant me grace, and stul protect me, 

Overjife's tempestuous wave. 
May my soul, witn sacred transport, 

Vie"w^the dawn while yet a&r; 
And until the sun arises. 

Lead me by the morning star. 

2 O, what madness ! O, what folly ! 

That my heart should go astray 
After vain and foolish trifles; 

Trifles only of a day. 
This vain world, with all its pleasures^ 

Soon, ah soon will be no more ; 
There's no object worth admiring. 

But the God whom we adore. 

3 See l£e happy spirits wjuting, 

On the banks beyond the stream, 
Sweet responses still repeating, 

Jesus, Jesus, is their theme. 
Worlds of light and crowns of glory. 

Far above yon azure sky ! 
Though by faith I now behold you, 

I'll enjoy you soon on high. 

251 

1 Far from mortal cares retreating. 

Sordid hopes, and vain desires. 
Here, our willing footsteps meeting, 

Every heart to heaven aspires. 
From the fount of glory beaming, 

Light celestial cheers our eyes; 
Mercy from above proclimmng 

Peace and pardon from llie skica. 

2 Who may share this great salvation ? 

Every pure and humble mind ; 
Every kindred, tongue, and nation. 

From the stains ot guilt refined. 
Blesangs all around bestowing, 

G<xl withholds his care from none^ 
Grace and mercy ever flowing 

From the fountain of his throne. 
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THE 6 ACB£D LTRE 



BTTCEFISLD. Ii. M. 



Pfi 



Siiii^Sl: 



stand and hear me tell What beauties in my Saviourdwell, ] 



l^iHiPii^^^' 



2. My bcsWielov-ed keeps liia tlirone On hills of light, in worlds nnknown ; 
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Where ke is gone ikej IMu wonld know, That they may seek and love him ti 
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But lie deseends, and akowa kia face In the young gardens of Ms grace. 
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3 He has en^ross'd my naimest love, 
No earthly unarms my soul can move ; 
I have a mansion in his heart, 

Kor death nor hell shall uuike lu part 

4 O may my spirit daily rise 
On wings of faith aboTe the Bkjes, 
'till de^ sh^ make my last remove 
To dwell forever with my love. 

353 Tl\e Noblait ResaluUon. bteblb. 
1 May 1 resolve, with al! my heart, 

With all my pow'rs, to serve the Lord ; 
Nor from his presence e'er depart 

Whose service is a riiJi reward. 



Till others love the bleat empkiy, 
And jran in labon so divine. 



d commands rejoice. 
4 O, may I never faint, nor tire, 

Nor, wand'ring, leave his sacred wt^i^i 
Great God ! accept my soul's deare. 

And give me atrengUt to live thy prBioe, 

364 Self-dedication U> God. fbbb. zutih 
1. Lord, I am thine, eatirelv thine, 

Purchased alone by blood divine; 

With fuU consent 1 ^idd to thee, 

And own thy sovereign right to me. 
2 Grant me, in mercy, now 

Among the children of tl . 

A wretched sinner, lost to (3 
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RE VIV ALS. 
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1 . My heavBDly home is bright and fair ; Nor pain, nor death can enter there ; 
■ lbs glittering towers the sun outshine ; That heavenly manaioii shall be id 




a My Father's house is built on high, 
Far, far above the starry aky ; 
When ftom this earthly prison free. 
That heavenly mnnsioji mine shall he, 

Tni going home, &c. 
3 While here, a stranger &r from home, 
AiBintiou's waves may round me foam ; 
And. though like Lazanid, sick and poor. 
My heavenly mansion ia wuure. 
^^^ Pm going home, &c. 



4 Let others seek a home belffw, 
Whifh flames devour, or waves o'erflow; 
Be mine the happier lot to own 

A heavcnlj^ manrion near the throne. 
I'm going home, &c. 

5 Then fell thist earth, let stare deoliaf^ 
And sun and moon refuse to shine, 
All nature aink and cease V3 be. 
That heavenly manaon stands tar m 

Fax gt»Dg home, &c. 



THE SACRED LYRE. 

THE PILGBIM'S PABEWELL. L. M. 
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umoilat' 
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10 Cross, You've atrugglfld hard uif 
le BtronB, Aod firm tlia ballowot 



Hi^aiSilg^ 




It Krieros mytiesrtK 
Anil join thenngeiM 
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111 march to Canaan's land, 111 land on Canaan's shore, Where pleasures never 
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end, Where troubles come no more, Farewell, farewell,farewell my loving friends, farewell. 




HYMNS FOR "TILTON," page 111. 



267 Joy in Keaven. keedham. i 

1 Oh, how divine, how sweet the joy. 
When but one, sinner turns. 

And with an humble, broken heart. 

His sins and errors mourns ! 
Pleased with the news, the saints below 

. In songs their tongues employ ; 
Beyond me skies the tidings go. 

And heaven is filled with joy. 

2 Well pleased, the Father sees and hears 
The conscious sinner's moan ; 

Jesos receives him in his arms. 

And claims him for his own. 
ISffor aimels can their joys contain, 

But kindle with new fire: 
'^^Fbe nnner lost is found," they sing, 

And strike the sounding Ijre. 12 



258 The Contrite Heart. cowpeb. 

1 The Lord will happiness divine 

On contrite hearts bestow ; 
Then tell me, gracious God ! is mine 

A contrite heart or no ? 

1 hear, but seem to hear in vain. 
Insensible as steel ; 

If aught is felt, 'tis only pain 
To find I cannot feel. 

2 I sometimes think myself inclined 
To love thee if I could : 

But often feel another mind. 

Averse to all that's ^ood. 
O, make this heart jejoice or ache. 

Decide this doubt ror me ; 
And, if it be not broken, break ; 

And heal it if it be. 



THE BAOBED LTBB. 



I 
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Chobds. We'll sti 
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P&^ali's height, And view the proGuaed land, 
' " t be long, The heavenly port is Digb; 



itiiiiilpppliliil 

2. There endless springs of pleasure fiow At my Redeemer's side, 



iii^ 






Aod see by (Mth the glorious sight, Our ber - i - lage at hand. 
We'll Htem the stonn, it wont be long ; We'll anchor By and by. 



is^Sl 
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For all who Jivi 



by iajth be -low, And in their Lord 
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^ Fmr StJem's dazzling gates are seen, 

Just o'er the narrow Bood, 
And fields adorned in living green, 
The residence of God. 

We'll stem Ihe storm, &c. 
Mr uonflicts lierc will soon be pSst, 
i\ here wild diatraction reigns; 
hro"Jgh toil and death Til reach at last 
Fair Canaan's happy pl^s. 

We'U stem the stonn, &c. 
O could I cross rough Jordan's wave, 
No danger would I fear; 
My bmt would every tempest bravd, 
For O I my Captmn's near. 
' Well stem the storm, &c. 
8 ^ lamp of life will soon grow pale, 

The spark will soon deea^; 
Lud tben my happy soul wdl sail 
' To everlasting day. 





SeO Reamn Happy. wallf. 

1 There is a land of pure delight, 
Where saints immortal reign; 

Eternal day excludes the ni^t. 
And pleasures banish pun. 

2 There everlasting spring abid», 
And never- withering flowers; 

Death, like a narrow sea, divides 
This heavenly land fnun ouis. 

3 Sweet fields beyond the swelling fiood, 
Stand dressed m living green; 

So to the Jews old Canaan stood, 
While Jordan rolled between. 

4 O I could we make our donl 
Those gloomy doubts &tA > 

And see Uie Canaan that we 
With unbecloudod eyes;— 

5 Could we but climb whore iui«™ 
And view the landsc-ape o'w, — 

Not Jordan's stream,noril(atli-soriU 
Should Iright us ftma 
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LEBAKOir. S. M. 



J. ZUNDXL. 
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1. I was a wandering sheep, I did not love the fold: I did not love my 
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Shepherd's Toice, I would not be controlled; I was a wayward child, 
P- -0-0-0 m >^r^ '0- -0-0- -0- -#- -0^ 



I did not 
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love_ my home, I did not lore ray Father's voice, I loved a - far to roam. 
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2 The Shepherd sought His sheep, 
The Father sought His child ; 
They followed me o'er vale and hill, 

O'er deserts waste and wild : 
They found me nigh to death, 



4 Jesus my Shepherd is, 

*Twas He that loved my soul, 
*Twas He that wash'd me m His blood, 

*Twas He that made me whole : 
'Twas He that sought the lost, 
Famish'd, and faint, and lone ; i That found the wandering sheep. 

They bound me with the bands of love, I 'Twas He that brought me to the fold — 
They saved the wandering one. | 'Tis He that still doth keep. 



8 They spoke in tender love. 

They raised my drooping head ; 
They gently closed my bleeding wounds. 

My fainting sotil they fed : 
They washed my filth away, 
The 



y made me clean and fsdr ; 
rought me to my home [ 
longHX>ught wanderer. 



They brought me to my home in peace, 
lie" 



6 No more a wandering sheep, 

I love to be controlled, 
I love my tender Shepherd's voice, 

I love the peaceful fold : 
No more a wayward child, 

I seek no more to roam, 
I love my heavenly Father's voice— 

I love, I love His home. bonab. 
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THE SACRED LYRE. 



VAIN WOBLB, ADIEU. 7s, 6s & 8s. 

Arranged for this woric 




1. Vain, delusive world, adieu, With all of creature pood, ) 
On - \y Jesus I pursue, Who bought me with his blood ; ) 

I 



1. t 







On - ly Jesus will I know, And Je - sus cru -> ci - • - fied. 






All thy pleasures 



zfclJ 



5=&=t^-:-t 



I forego, 



=1 



St 



trample on thy wealth and pride. 



2 Him to know is life and peace, 
And pleasure without end, 

This is all my happiness. 

On Jesus to depend : 
Daily in his grace to grow, 

And ever in his love abide; 
Only Jesus will I know, 

And Jesus crucified ! 

3 O that I could all invite, 
This saving truth to prove ; 

Show the length, the breadth, the height. 

And depth of Jesus' love ; 
Fain I would to sinners show, 

Plis blood by faith alone applied, 
Only Jesus will I know, 

And Jesus crucified ! c. WESLEY. 



V- 
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263 Christ a Refuge. 

1 To the haven of thy breast, 

O Son of Man, I fly ! 
Be my refuge and my rest. 

For, O ! the storm is high ; 
Save me from the furious blast ; 

A covert from the tempest be ; 
Hide me, Jesus, tiU o'erpast 

The storm of ain I see. 



2 Welcome as the water-spring 
To a dry and barren place ; 

O descend on me and bring • 
Thy sweet refreshing grace ; 

O'er a parched and weary land, 
As a great rock extends its shade. 

Hide me. Saviour, with thy hand, 
And screen my naked head. 

3 In the time of my distress 
Thou hast my succor been, 

In my utter helplessness 

Restraining me from sin ; 
O how swiftly didst thou move 

To save me in the trying hour ! 
Still protect me with thy love. 

And shield me with thy power. 

4 First and last in me perform 
The work thou hast oegun : 

Be my shelter from the storm, 

-My shadow from the sun : 
Weary, parched with thirst, and fiiint, 

Till thou th' abiding Spirit breathe, 
Every moment. Lord, I want 

The merit of thy death. 



REVIVALS. 
COITVEBSION. 11a. 
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2 My soul ia immersGd in a fbiinlain of love. 
My heart and my treasure's in heaven above ; 
Through grace I'm determined I'll never give o'er, 
Till safely I'm landed on fuir Ganaan'a shore. 

363 PraiKT far Aeceplancr. BiwiST OOL. 

1 Jesus, our Saviour, Jesus, our Lord, 

By ibo life of thy psBeion, the grace of thy word. 
Accept ua, redeem us, dwell ever within, 
To keep by thy Spirit, our spirits from win. 

2. Till crowned with thy glory, and waving the palm. 
Our gurmenta al! white from the blood of the Lamb, 
We Join the bright millions of saints gone before. 
And blesfl Thee, and wonder, and praise evermore. 




iii^iiiSiippffiS 
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1. Welcome, welcome, di 
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r Redeemer, Welcome 



thii heart of miqs; 



igS 
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Lord, I make i 



- der, Eve - ry power and tlnnigLt be Thiae 



mneaEisi^s 
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tire -ly, Thine en ■ 



■-na! ages. Thine. 



a Sin, and all its dread oppression, 
From my Boul shall disappenr 1 

Doaitt shall not obUtlo possession, 
For thy trtitk a evet near. 




IH^ 



J^ril, I feel thy blesang b 



3 Known to all to ba Thy man^o 
Earth and hell will disappear ; 

Or in yain attempt poasesuon 
When they find lie Lonl ia nei 

Shout, Zion 1 
Shout, ye eaiuts, the Lord ii kei 




KEVITALS. 
SOSriTET. 88 A 4s. 



!n for e - ter-nal worlila wc gtcer, And eeas nre culm, nnd skies ore cloar; I 
dfalthln livB-ly ei-ot-ciBB, And dlstiiiit hfllB of Canaan rlae. J 



l^li^^Si^giS 
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And loud her loTe-ly 






Rth cheerful hope her eyes explore 
ll landmark on the distant shore ; 
«es of life, the paatiirea green, 
allien bI reels, the crystal stream 
Again for joy she clapa her wings, 
And loud her lovely soanet anjp, 
Vain worid, adieu. 



I The nearer sdll she draws to land. 
More eager all her powers expand : 
With ataody helm, and free heal sail, 
Her anchor drops within the veil; 
Again for joy ahn claps her wings, 
And her uelestial Eonnet elnm, 
Glory to God. 




alone, And all the worid go free ? 
aboTC, Who oDce went sorrowing here J 




No, there's a crow for eve-ry one, And there's 

But now they taate unniingled lore, And joy with - out 




3 Tiie consecrated c 
Till death shnll » 

And then go home my c: 
For there's a ci 



aes 

1 upon the erj'stiJ pavement down 
At Jesiia' pierced I'eet, 

Jojfiil, I'll cast my golden crown, 
And His dear name repeat 

2 And palms shall wave, and harps shall 

ring, 
Setieatb heaven's arches high, 
The Lord that tives, the ransomed sing. 
That lives no more to die. 



270 Seif-Dedication. am 

1 O Saviour, welcome to my heart ; 
Possess thy humble throne; 



3 0, may I m 

Nor (rom thy bosom fiee ; 
Let nothing here my heart divide; 
1 give it all to thee. 



JesuB, keep me near fliy side, 

And ever shelter me; 
In thy dear fold 1 would ainde, 
Thy Cnie disciple be. 

Dear Jesus I thou hoat loved It 
And sought me from above- 
O, never let me cease to know J 
B9 of thy love. 



3 Blest Jeene I take and mie niy li _ 
Each thought, all life, be thine; 
Then may 1 see thee as thou art. 
And ID thy glory ibine. 



r 
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REVIVALS 



WHITUAK. 7a. 



1. Peo-ple of the liv-ing God, I havosoughtthe world a-roimd, 

2. Lone-ly I no longer roam, Like the cloud, the wind, the wgye; 
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Pfltha of fiin and flor-row trod, Peace and com-fort nowhere fbund: 
Where j-ou dwell Biall be my home. Where jou die shall he my grave; 
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Brethren, wliore your al - tar burns, Oh re ■ ceive me in ■ to le^tL 
Eartli can fill my bouI no more, Eve-iy i - (lol I re - oca. 
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173 Fraiit for a lUvival. 

I Fount of everlasting love I 

Bich thy atreama of mercy are — 
Plowing purely flwm above, 

Beauty marks their course afar. 
Lo, tliv cliuivh, ihy garden now 

BloomfbeDeathSieheavenlyshowerl 
Sinnors feci, and melt, and how; 
^Id, yal mighty, is thj' power. 



2 God of grace, before thy throne 

Here oar warmest thanks we bring; 
Thine the glory — thine alone : 

Loudest praise to thee we sing. 
Hear, O be^r, onr criAefal song ; 

Let thy Spirit atul descend ; 
Soil the tide of grace along, 

Widening, deepemtig, to the end. 



SE BACHED LTBE. 



COWTBITION. O. M. 



1 
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J - jiMce to hear Poor td 



I rwMtly tell, Howl 
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!. Lord, we unite to praise thy name For grace so free-ly g 
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an Hiader Me Not. btli 

1 Id all my Lonl'a nppmnted ways 

My journey I'll porsiie ; 
I Hinder rae not," ye much-byad sail 

For I must go with you. 



w where he jjops ; 
"Hinder me not," shall he my cry, 
Tiiough earth and hell oppose. 

8 Through dudes and (hrough triala tr 



4 And, when my Snvinur calls me home, 

Still this my try shali be, — 
'' Hinder me rot," come, woleonie, deatli ; 

ril gladly go with thee. 



279 Fledgt e/FiMHi/. fratt'b ooi. 

1 Ye men and angels, witness now, — 
Before the Lord we speak ; 

To him we make our solemn vow, — 
A vow we dare not break, — 

2 ThaC, long aa life itseV shall Us^ 
Ourselyes to Christ we yield; 

Nor from his cause will we depart, 
Or ever quit tho field. 

3 We tru^ not in our nstive strengdi, 
But on his grace rely; 

May he, with our returning wants, 
All needful aid supply. 

4 O, ffuide our doubtfiil feet ar^bt, 
And keep us in iby ways ; 

And, while we tura our xiins lo prayen 
Turn thou our prayers to praiae. 




BBVIVALfl. 



WBLTON. L. M. 
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ntr, c. MALAir. 
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1. Come iti, thoa blessed of the Lord, O, come in Jestis* pre-cious name; 

2. Thy name, 'tis hoped, abeady stands Within the book of life a - bove ; 







m* 




We welcome thee mth one accord, And trust the Sayiour does the same. 
And now to thine we join oar hands, In token of fra-ter-nal love. 




3 Those joys which earth cannot afford 
Well seek in fellowship to prove. 

Joined in one spirit to our Lord, 
Together bound by mutual love. 

4 And while we pass this vale of tears. 
We'll make our joys and sorrows known; 

We'll share each other's hopes and fears, 
And count a brother's case our own. 

6 Once more our welcome we repeat; 

Beceive assurance of our love ; 
O, may we all together meet 

Around the throne of God above. 

KEJLLT. 



378 Receiving Members, NSWTON. 

1 Kindred in Christ, for his dear sake, 
A hearty welcome here receive ; 

May we together now partake 
The joys which only he can give. 

2 May lie, by whose kind care we meet. 
Send his efbod Spirit from above. 

Make our communications sweet. 
And cause our hearts to bum with love. 



3 Forgotten be each worldly theme. 
When Christians see each other thus ; 

We only wish to speak of Him 

Who lived, and died, and reigns, for us. 

4 Thus, as the moments pass away. 
Well love, and wonder, and adore, 

And long to see the glorious day 
When we shall meet to part no more. 



279 Vows Recognized, doddbidob. 

1 Tis done ; the great transaction's done ; 
I am my Lord's, and he is mine : 

He drew me, and I followed on. 
Rejoiced to own the call divine. 

2 Now rest, my long-divided heart; 
Fixed on this blii^ul centre, rest: 

Here have I found a nobler part ; 
Here heavenly pleasures ml my breast 

3 High Heaven,that hears the solemn vow 

That vow renewed shall daily hear, 
Till in life's latest hour I bow. 
And bless in death a bond so dear. 
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low in that bles-aed re - tE«at, 'Tis sweet to lie low in that bles-sed re - treat. 



laiMQfBed, the kingdom of heaven, To the church of the ransomed, the kingdom of heaven, 
fiw shall oppress you no more, Till we meet where the foe shall oppress you no mote. 
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HYMNS FOR " ORTONVILLE," page 40. 



281 Tht Jubilee, kby. melodies. 

1 What heavenly music do I hear ? 
Salvation sounding free 1 

Ye souls in bonds^e lend an ear; 
Hiis is the Jubilee. 

2 Grood news, good news, to Adam's race I 
Let Christians all agree 

To sing redeeming love and grace ; 
Tfios is the Jubuee. 

8 The gospel sounds a sweet release 

To an in misery ; 
And bids them welcome home to peace ; 

This is tho* Jubilee. 

4 Jesus is on the mercy-seat, 
Before him bend the knee ; 

Let heaven and earth his praise repeat; 
This is the Jubilee. 

5 Sinners, be wise, return and come, 
Unto the Saviour flee ; 

The Saviour bids you welcome home ; 
This is the Jubilee. 

6 Come, ye redeemed, your tribute bring, 
With songs of harmony ; 

While on the road to Canaan ang ; 
This is the Jubilee. 



282 The Change ^ected by Grace. 

1 When God revealed his gracious name, 

And changed my mournful state, 
Myrapture seemed a pleaaag dream, 

The grace appeared so great 

f The wcMrld beheld the dorious change, 
And did thy hand con&s; 

19 



My tongue broke out in unknown strains, 
And sung surprising grace. 

8 "Great is the work,** my neighbors cried. 
And owned thy power divine ; 

" Great is the work," my heart replied, 
" And be the glory thine." 

4 The Lord can clear the darkest skies, 
Can give us day for night. 

Make drops of sacred sorrow rise 
To rivers of delight. 

5 Let those who sow in sadness wait 
Till the fair harvest come ; 

They shall confess their sheaves are great, 
Aad shout the blessings home. 

WATTS. 



283 Returning to Zion. doddridob. 

1 Sing, all ye ransom'd of the Lord — 
Your great Deliverer sing I 

Pilgrims, for Zion's city bound. 
Be joyful in your King I 

2 A hand divine shall lead you on 
Through all the blissful road. 

Till to the sacred mount you rise, 
And see your smiling Grod. 

3 The garlands of immortal joy 
Shall bloom on cv'ry head, 

While sorrow, sighing, and distress, 
Like shadows, all are fled. 

4 March on in your Redeemer's strength, 
Pursue his footsteps stUl ; 

And let the prospect cheer voor eye 
While lab ring up the hilL 
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1. Love ia the fountain wlicnco All true 



be-dience flows; 



!. He treads tliD heavenly road, And nei ■ tber faints nor lires; | 
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That generous loi'e whi 



4 May love, — that flhining grace, 
"■ all my powers preside; 



And every action gaide 



i the God ha laves, And loves the God he kncnra. 



IB his breast, With for 



3 'Tib he forgives thy sins, 

'Tia he relieves thy paio ; 
'TIs he that heals thy sicknesses, 
And gives thee strength ti^aa. 

4 He crowns thy life with tove, 

When ransomed irom the gran , 
He who redeemed my soul from belli 

Hath sovereign 



I O, bless tlie Lord, my sool; 
Let all within me join, 
And aid mv tongue to bless hb n 
Whose favors are divine. 

3 O hkss the Lord, my soul; 
Nor lei his mercies lie 
Foigotten in unthankfiilcesa, 
And without praisei die. 
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FETEBBOBC* O. X. 




1. I'm not aaliamed to own my Lord, Or to de - fend his cause ; 




2. Je - sus, my God! I know his name, His name is all my trust; i 
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1f>ifitiiin the boa -or oF his word, The glo - ry of his cross. 
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Nor win he put my soul to shame^ Nor let my hope be lost 
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S Finn as his thnme his promise stands, 

And he can well secure 
What IVe committed to his handsy 

Tin the decisive hour. 
4 Then wiU he own my worthless name 

Before his Father's &ce, 
And in the new Jerusalem 

Appoint my soul a place. 
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The Christian Soldier, w^TTS. 



1 Am I a soldier of the cross, 

A follower of the Lamb ? 
And shaU I fear to own his cause, 

Or b^ish to q>eak his name ? 
S Must I be earned to the skies 

On flowery beds of ease, 
WhHe others fought to win the prize. 

And sailed through bloody seas ? 
S Are there no foes fi>r me to fkc% 7 
' Hi]8tInotstemthe:flood? 
liAbTile wsodd a friend to gnic% 

To hitp me on to Qod ? 



Sure I must fight, if I would reign 4 
Increase my courage, Lord : 

m befr the toil, endure the pain, 
Supported by thy word. 
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Pearl of Oreat Price, 



1 Ye glittering to^ of earth, adieu 

A iM>bler choice be mine ; 
A real prize attracts my view, 
A treasure all divine. 

2 Begone, unworthy of my cares, 

X e specious baits of sense ; 
Inestimable worth appears. 
The pearl of price immense! 

3 Jesus, to multitudes unknown, 

O name divinely sweet 1 
Jesus, in thee, in thee alone, 
Wealth, honor, pleasure meet 

4 Dear sovereij|gn (k mj soul's desire^ 

Thy love is bliss <nvine-;^ 
JLoccjit the wkh that lo?e kugirm^ 
And Ittd me caU thee nune. 
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THE SACRBD LYRE. 

DUKE STREET. L. M. 
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2. Now, for the love I bear hia name, What w 
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I quit the hopes I held be - fore, To ti 



My former pride I call my shame, Aod nail mj glo-ry 



of thy Son- 
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3 Tea, — and I must, and will etteem, 
All thingB but loB3 far Jesus' sake ; 

O ! may my soul be found in Um, 
And of hie righteousuess partake. 

4 The best obedience of my hands 
Dares not appear before lliy throne; 

But faith can answer thy demaods, 
By pleading what my Lord has done. 

281 The Christian Warfare. WiTTa. 

1 Stand up, my soul, shake off thy fears, 
And giril the gospel armor on ; 

March to the gates of endless joy. 

Where Jesus, thy great Captain's gone. 

2 Heil and thy sins resist thy course, 
But heli and sin are vanquished foes ; 

Thy SaTiour nailed them to the cross, 
And fuog the triumph when he roie. 



3 Then let my soul march boldly on, — 
Frees forward to the heavenly gate; 

There peace and joy eternal reign, 
An d glittering roDcs &r conquerors wait 

4 There shall I wear a starry crown, 
And triumph in almighty grace ; 

While all the armies of the skies 
Join in my glorious Leader's praise. 

293 TAG Chrialian Bace. iTATTIk 

1 Awake, our souls ; away our fean ; 
Let every trembling thought begons; 

Awake, and run Ihe beavenly race, 
And put a cheeri'ul courage on. 

2 True, 'tis a strait and thorny road, 
And mortal spirits tire and &jnt; 

Bot they forget the mighty God, 

Who feeds the ttrength of eveiyai' ' 



HE OH RISTIAH LIFE 

CAMBBIDGB. 0. M. 
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1. My Saviour, my al-migh-ty Friend, When 1 be -gia thy praise. Where 



2. Thou art my ey-«r- last- ingtnast; Thy goodness I a - dore; And 
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And march with coura^ m thy strengti, 

To iee my Father God. 
4 When I am fiU'd with sore distress 

Vor soine surprising lun, 
m plead thy perTeet righteouaocsa, 



Andra 



e but thine. 

X>tGU 



5 Ifow will my lips rejoici 
ILo viiitariesot my King! 

iSv soul, reileein'd from Aa and hell, 
'tihall thy salvation »iig. 

6 Awake, avrakn, my tuneful powers, 
With this deligbtfcl song; 

til catertain tJie darkest boura, 
Har think the fleason long, wattb. 
^ 13* 



1 Salvatioiil 0, the joyfUl sound! 

A sovereign balm for ev'ry wound, 
A conhal ibr our fears. 

2 Buried in sorrow, and in sin, 
At hell's dark door we lay ; 

But we arise by grace divine 

To see a heavenly day. 
S Salvation I let the echo fly 

The spacious earth around. 
While all the armies of the Ay 

Conspire to raise the sound. 
4 Solvation t O, thou bleeding Laq 

To thee the prainc belonga ! 
Salvation ahall inspire oui" hearts, . 

And dwell upon our tODf[iiea. 
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J GcnUy distil like early dew, Gcnl-ly dia-til ! 
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IZ96 Lining to Christ. 

1 My gracious Lord, I own thy right 
To every serviiie I can pay, 
.^ud call it my supreme delight 
' To hear thy dictates md obej: 
9 Wh 
An" 

S Tie to my Saviour I would live — 
To liini who for my ransom died; 

Nor could all worldly honor jrive 
Suth blias as crowns me a.t his aide, 

1 His wort my hoary a^e shall bless, 
WiiBD ^gnthful Tigor ti uo more, 



8 What IB ray bmng but tbr tl 

^ts sure support, its noblest end ? 
I my delight thy face to see, 
Lnd serve the cause of such a Frie 



1 Now let our nula, on wtoge mbUme, 
Rise from Ibe vanities of time; 
Draw back the parting veil, and see 
The glories of eternity. 

2 Children of a heavenly birth. 

Why should we grovel here on eaidi t 
Why Srasp at these alluriiu; Mjt, 
In sight ol heaven's etemaTjoys? 

3 To dwell with God. la feel hia Jon, 
la tlie full heaven enjoyed abore; 
And th(. iweeC expi.-L-talioD DOW 
Is like the dvwn of heurea '~ ~'~~ 



THB 0HBI8TIAH LIFE. 
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OIiMUTZ* S* M. Anaoged from a Gregorian Clumt, by 




1. Your harps, je trembling ssdnts, I>own 6t)m the yn\ - lows take » 
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2. Though in a &r^ffzi land, We are not far from home, 

3. His grace will, to me end, Stronger and bright - er shine. 
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Loud to the praise <^ love di - vine, Bid eve - ry string a - wake. 




And neafrer to our house a- bore. We eve-iy mo - ment ccHne. 
Nor pr^nt things, nor things to come. Shall quench the spark di - vine. 
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299 Trust, topljldj. 

1 When we in darkness walk. 
Nor feel the heavenly flame ; 
Then is the time to trust our God, 
And rest upon his name. 

% Soon shall our doubts and fears 
Subside at his control ; 
His loving kindness shall break throng 
The midnight of the souL 

^ Blest is the man, O God, 

That stays himself on thee ! 
Who wsdt for thy salvation, Lord, 
Shall thy salvation see. 

300 

1 Laborers of Christ, arise. 
And gird you for the toil ; 
The dew of promise from tb^ fiUes 
AlrHi47 g£a^i* ^ *oil 



301 MOXTOOHSBT. 

1 Sow in the mom thy seed, 

At eve hold not tny hand ; 
To doubt and fear give thou no heed, 
Broad-cast it o'er the land. 

2 And duly riiall appear. 

In verdure, beauty, strength. 
The tender blade, the stalk, the ear, 
And the fiill com at length. 

3 Thou canst not toil in vain ; 

Cold, heat, and moist and dry. 
Shall foster and mature the gnun, 
For gamers in the sky. 

4 Thence, when the glorious end, 

The day of God is come. 
The anffel-reapers shall descend. 
And heaven cry— "Harvest home T 
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■ic'h blood it did CI 
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S My friends are so dear 

Our biiarls are united id love ; 

Where Je»us is gone we shall be, 
Is yonder bleat mansions above. 

4 Then why so uunillin^ to part, 
Since there we shall all meet again ? 

Ensrared on TiamNnuel's hearl^ 
At dist.tncQ we uannoC remain. 

5 O, when afaall we see that bright day, 
And join with the angels above, 

Set free from these prisons of clay, 

United with Jesus in love ! 
S Whli Jesus we ever shall Tei£;n, 

And all his bright glories sh^ see. 
And sing, Hallelujah I amen I 

Amen I even so let it be. 



, 803 Faith Triumphing. 

I A debtor lo mercy alone, — 
Of covenant men:y I ^ng ; 
Nor fear, with thy r^hteousnesa on, 
ifyper»ott ana olterings to bring: 
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i The terrors of law and ol 
With me can have nothiug W do; 

My Saviour's obedience and lilooil 
Hide all my trani^ressions from view. 

3 The work which bis goodness began. 
The an.1 of his utrenuth will complete ; 

His promise is Yea and Amen, 
And never was ibrfeiled jel : 

Things future, 
Not all tilings below 
Can make him his nurpow fbrej 
" ■ sever my soul from his loi 



niarka of indelible grace 
3 ! I to the end sliall endui^'] 
sure B£ the eanieet is ^vt 

More hamv, but not n 

I The ^onfied ^rils 




OHBISIIAN UNION. 
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1. Blest are the sons of peace, Whose hearts and hopes are one, 




2. Blest is the p - ous house, Where zeal and firiendHshipmeet; 
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Whose kind de-signs to serve and please Through all their actions run. 




Their songs of praise, their mingled vows, Make their communion sweet 




3 From those celestial springs 
Such streams of pleasure flow, ■ 

As no increase of riches brings. 
Nor honors can bestow. 

4 Thus, %hen on Aaron's head 
They poured the rich perfume. 

The oil tbrough all his raiment spread, 
And fragrance filled the room. 

6 Thus, on the heavenly hills. 
The saints are blest above, 

Where joy, like morning dew, distils, 
And all the air is love. watts. 



305 AH one in Christ, bbddomb. 

1 Let party names no more 

The Christian world o'erspread : 
Gentile and Jew, and bond and free, 

Are one in Christ, their Head. 



2 Among the saints on earth 
Let mutual love be found — 

Heirs of the same inheritance. 
With mutual blessings crowned. 

3 Thus will the church below 
Resemble that above. 

Where streams of endless pleasure floW| 
And every heart is love. 

306 Joy in Qod alone WATTib 

1 My God, my life, my love, 
To thee, to thee I call; 

1 cannot live, if thou remove. 
For thou art all in aU. 

2 Thjr shining grace can cheer 
This dungeon where I dwell ; 

TIs paradise when thou art herdi 
If thou depart, 'tis helL 
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~f QtOLOWX CHAIN. O. H. Double. 
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1 eikch brother's agli, And irith him bear a 



iippi^^igiiS 



I chain that binds The hap - py Kois a 






eye, And joy from heart to heart. 



iPPpl^^liliiE 



And he's an heir of heaven that finds His 
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OHBIBTIAN UNION. 
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HTHNS FOB " GOLDEN GRAIN. 
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SOS BroOierfy Love, watts. 

1 Lo! wltat an entertaining sight 
Those friendly brethren prove, 

AVhose cheerful hearts in bands unite 

Of piety and love 1 
Where streams of bliss, from Christ the 
spring, 

Descend to every soul; 
And heavenly peace, with balmy wing. 

Shades and bedews the whole. 

2 Tis like the oil, divinely sweet, 
On Aaron's rev'rend head ; 

The trickling drops perfumed his feet| 
And o'er ms garments spread. 

7ts pleasant as the morning dews, 
That faU on Zion's hill. 

Where God his milder glorjr shows, 
And makea his grace distil. 



809 One Church. c. wbslbt. 

1 Let -saints below in concert sing 

With those to glory gone ; 
For all the servants of our Eang 

In heaven and earth are one. 
One family, we dwell in him ; 

One church above, beneath ; 
Though now divided by the stream — 

The narrow stream — of deatL 

t One army of the living God, 

To his command we bow; 
Fart of the host have crossed the flood, 

And pttrt are crossing now. 
E'en now to their eternal home 

Some happy spirits fly ; 
Amd we are to the margin come. 

And soon expect to cue. 



810 Saints on Earth and in Heaven, AsrOF* 
1 In one fraternal bond of love, 

One fellowship of mind. 
The saints below and saints above 

Their bliss and glory find, 
^ere, in their house of pilgrimagey 

Thy statutes are their song ; 
ilere, throng one bridit, eternal afB, 

Tbj praieet tbey protang. 



311 Happy CkUd €f Chnctk 

1 How happy every child of grace. 

Who knows his sms forgiven I 
This earth, he cries, is not my place, 

I seek my home in heaven : 
A country far from mortal sight, 

Yet O! by faith I see; 
The Land c^ rest, the saintfs delight, 

The heaven prepared for me. 

9 O what a blessed hope is ours I 

While here on earth we stay. 
We more than taste the heaTealf 
powers. 

And antedate that day : 
We feel the resurrection near. 

Our life in Christ concealed. 
And with his glorious presence here 

Our earthen vessels filled. 

3 O would he more of heaven bestofw. 

And let the vessels break ; 
And let our ransomed spirits go, 

To grasp the Grod we seek ; 
In rapt'rous awe on him to gaze, 

Who bought the sight for me, 
And shout and wonder at his grace 

To all eternity. 



312 Excellence of Chrittian Love, 

1 Spirit of peace, celestial Dove, 
How excellent thy praise ! 

No richer gift than Christian love 
Thy gracious power dis^^ys. 

Sweet as the dew on herb and floweri 
That silently distils. 

At evening's soft and balmy hour, 
On Zion*8 fruitfol hiUs, — 

2 So, with mild influence fixxn aborei 
Shall promised grace descend. 

Till universal peace and love 

0[er all the earth extend. 
Spirit of peace, celestial Dove, 

How excellent thy praise 1 
No richer gift than Christiaii lovs 

Thy gracious power diq^Uya. 
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1 buru'd with-in, And glow'd with sa-cred fire; 
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a The httlc cloud i 

The heavens are big with rain ; 
We wait to catch the teeming shower, 

And all its moisture drain ; 
A rill, a stream, a torrent flows, 

But pour a mighty flood; 
sweep Ihe nations, shake the earth, 

jm all procMm thee God. 




3 And when thon mak'st Ui_v jct 

And sefst thy itarry urown. 
When all thy sparkling ecms shaS 

I'roclaim'd by thee thine own- 
May we, a little band of love. 

We, sinners, saved by grace. 
From glory nnto glorj- changed, 

Behold thee face to face. 
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w CoDtent with belioldiDg hia faco, 

My aU to his pleasure rosignad; 
No cnan^es of eeoaoa or place 

Would make any chancre in my mind : 
Wbile bleaaed with a sense of his love, 

A palace a toy would appear ; 
And prisons would pikIal^es prove, 

If Jems would dwell with me there. 
14 



4 Dear Lord, if indeed I am thine, 

If thou art my sun and my etma ; 
Say, why do I languish and pine t 

And why are my winters bo long? 
O drive these dark clouds from my sky, 

Thy soul-cheering pi'escnce restore: 
Or taJie me to thee up on high, 

Wliere winter aod ckjuds are o( 



THE SACRED I.TRB. 
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" In everj coniliciciit — in sitkneai, iq hcaltb ; 
In poverty's vale, or aboundinc in vrealib; 
At home aad abroad ; on tbe land, on the sm, — 
Aa thy day may demand, shall thy strenjlh pver be. 
" Fear not ; I am with theu ; O be not di'maced I 
I, I am thy God, hqtI wUl still give thee aid ; ' 
I'll strenj^hen thee, help thee, and caiue ihee 
Upheld by my righteous, omni[iol«nt hand. 
" When through the deep waters I call ibee ti 
The riveni of grief eball not thee o'erflow; 
For 1 iviU be with thee, thy trouble to blea; 
And santrtify lo thee thy deepest distreas. 

down to old ase, all my people shall p 

fi, eternal, unchangeable love ; 
oary hairs shall thi^ir temples ai 
Like lambs they shall BtlU in my bosom be h 
" The soul that on Jesoa hath leaned for repose. 
I will not. 1 mil not, desert to its Ibes ; 
That soul, though all beE should emleavor Co sbake, 
~"" ever, no, never, forsake." 



THB CHRISTIAN LIFE. Ifid 

BTlllKS FOS ''COBHDBKOB.'' 

1 To Thee, my Saviour, to Thee inll I cli^. 
For Thou art my Lord, my Eedeemer and King ; 
And feeling Thy blessing, my spirit shall know« 
Thy mercy is with me wherever I go. 

2 Farewell to the anguish of doubt and despair, 
And welcome the rapture of praise and of pi«iy^» 
Since, meekly confiaing, in &ith I rejoice, 

To hear the sweet tones of thy comforting voice. 

8 Around me there shineth the heavenly ray 
Which scattereth clouds and their shadows away, 
And melteth my soul in devotional glow, — 
For mercy is with me wherever I go. , 

4 Farewell to the pleasures which time <»n afford, 
8inc« Thou art my glory, my Saviour and Lord ; 
Nor fear I the dcorkness of death and the tomb. 
Since Thou art my Light in the midst of the gloOm. 

6 Before me thero gloweth, around and abote, 
The pledges of favor, the tokens of love : 
And gratitude teacheth my spirit to know, 
Thy mercy is with me wherever I go. 

317 JPm Weary, 

1 I'm weary of straying — oh ! fain would I relrt 
In that distant land of the pure and the blest. 
Where sin can no longer her blandishments spread* 
And tears and temptations forever are fled. 

2 I'm weary of hoping — ^where hope iB untrue, 
As &ir, but as fleetmg, as morning's bright dew« 
I long for that land whose blest promise alone. 
Is changeless and sure as eternity's throne. 

8 I'm weary of sighing o'er scmows of earth. 

O'er joy's glowing visions, that fade at their birth — 
O'er the pangs of die loved, which we cannot assuage 
O'er the blighdngs of youth, and the weakness of age. 

4 I'm weary of loving what passes away. 
The sweetest, the dearest^ aks, may not stay ! 
I long for that land where those partings are o'er. 
And death and th6 tomb oan divide hearts no more. 

6 I^m weaiy, my Savioar, of grieving thy lov«*- 
Oh whttn shalll rtsi in thy presMQct ftboti ; 
1^ %taiy^btit «h, ttVTer let vm fffam, 

WWXf WBKL mj Kf9f fBRI tDy jUmomt Wi 
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THE SACRED LYRE. 
JirSTlPICATION. H. M. 
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1. A ■ dae, my boqI, 



2. The lileed - ing wounds he bents, Eeeeived on CsJ - vn-ri-. 



riie bleeiiiiig sae-ri -flee In my behalf appears; Before the throne my BUretjr 
Now pour effectual prayers, And Btronglv speak for me; " Foi^iveblm, O forgive," tbiy 
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irlctlhnt rnnsomed 9I 
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TliP plendini; of liis Son ; 
His Spirh answers to the blood, 
And CelU me I am born of God. 



4 To God I'm reconciled — 
His pardotiing voiee 1 he 
He owns me for his child ; 

I con no longer fear. 
With confidence I now draw ti 
And Father, Abba, Father 



THB CfifilBTIAN LIFE. 
OHBISTMAS. ax. 
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1. A -wake, my soul, stretch eye - ry nerve, And preas with 

r-» — ^ — ' 




2. A clond of wit • mess - es a - round Hold thee in 
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"vig - or oa^ 
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A heayen-ly race de-mands thy zeal, And 
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full sar - vey; For - get the steps al - read - y trod, And 
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an im - mar - tal crown. And an im - mor - tal crown. 




on - ward urge thy way, And on - ward urge thy way. 
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8 'Tis God's all-animating voice 
That calls thee fiom on hijgh ; 

lis his own hand presents the price 
To tluse upliftea eye ^— 

14* 



4 That prize, with peerless glories bright, 

Which shall new lustre boast. 
When victors' wreaths and monarchal 
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THE B^ CB ED LXBE 
LUTHEB. B, K. 
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are presBing hard, To draw tliee from the akies, To <lraw thei: from tio skiob 
ly eve - rj- day, And help diviiie implore. And help di-yine implcre. 
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3 Ne'er think the yiciory won, 

Nor lay thine armor down ; 
Ily arduous work will not be doue 

Till Ihqu obtain thy crown. 

Fight on, my bouI, till death 

Shall bring Ihee to thy God ; 
Hell take thee, st thy parting breath. 

To his divine abode. heath. 

Sai The CTlrisftnn'» Waifart. o. wsbmt 

I Scddiera of Christ, aiise, 

And ^ird your armor cm, 

rong in the strength which God mipplie 

Through his eternal Son; 

Strong in tlw Lmil of Hosts, 

And in his nughty power. 
Who in the strength of Jesus tniets 

Is moro than conqueror. 
8 Stxnd then in Ma great might, 

With all his strength endiwd: 
But take lo arm yciu for the fi^ 

Thepat-plrof God: 



4 Prom strength to strength go oi 
Wrestle, and fight, ancf pray, 

Tread all the powere of darkneM_d| 
And win the well-fbugbt day. 
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1 The pity rf the Lord, 

To Ihoae that fear bis nauM, 
Is such as lender pare 

He knows our teeble irantt. 
8 He kMnvB we are but doA, 

Scatter'd by everji brealii; 
Hia anger, bke a risag wind, 

Can send fls swift to di "' 
8 Our days are as the eras 

Or hke (he morning floWi 

If one sharp blast sweep o'er the fielS, 

It witheis in " ' "" ' 
4 But thy compassiiHiB, Lord, 

To endless years endure ; 
And children's children ever find 

Thy words of promise n 



THE CHRISTIAN LIFB. 
AMSTBBDAU. 7b & 68. 
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) Rise from tranBUorfi 



.nd itralch thv wln^, Tby l>ctter porlion Iraro, 

lory [hiQ)(a, Tow'rda heoTEn., thydtidUned place, Son, nriji 
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Wt Elvers to the o 

» Nor stay in all Ibeir ci 

Fire, ascending, seeks the sm 

Both speed Oient to their sc 

So A soul that's born of God 

Pants to *iew hia gloriouB fitce, 
Cnwai'd tends to his abode, 
To rest in his embrace. 

3 Cenae. j-e pilgrims, cea*e to mourn ] 

Press onward to the prize [ 
Soon QUT Saviour will return. 

Triumphant in the skies; 
Yet a seaaon, and you know 

Happy entrance will be given, 
All otir aorrows led bulovr, 

And earth exchanged tbr heaven. 



winging us away 
ir eternal home ; 

A iourney to the tomb: 
Youth and vigor soon will flee, 

Blooming Mauty Icoe its cham 
Ail that's mortal soon shall be 

Enclosed in death's cold anus, 



Life is but a 






A journey t< 

But the Christian shaU enjoy 
Health and beaaU", soon, ab( 

Par beyond the world's ^oy, 
Secure in Jesus' love. 
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IHB SACBED LTKE, 
AMEBICA. es&4a. 
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liyt 'tla of thee, Sweet land oflibertyl Of thBoI eing; Lanil where Inf 
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lied; Laad of the pUgriros' pride; From every mounlala side, Let freedom rin& 
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3 My Dadye country! thee, 
Land of the noble free. 

Thy name I love; 
I love thy rotka and rilla, 
TI9 woods and templed hills ; 
tiy heart with rapture thiilk, 
Like that above , 
I Our Fathers' God ! to thee, 
Author of liberQ' I 
To thee we sing; 
I I>on<; may our laud be bright, 
With freedom's holy light ; 
"■ IK by thy minht, 

God, our King I 



1 The Goipd puMirlttd toaUOie world. 
I Sound, Mund the tmth abroad, 
Be«r ye thu word of God 

Through the wide world ; 
Tell what our Lord has done, 
Tell how the day is won, 
And from, hia Io% throne 
fiMui if buried' 



2 Swiftly on wings of love, 
Jesus, who reigns abovOi 

Bids U9 to fly ! 
They, who bis meaiBge bear. 
Sbould neither doubt nor feai 
He will their fiiend appear. 

He will be nigh. 

3 When on the mighty deep, 
He will their spirits keep, 

Stayed on his word ; 
When in a foreign land, 
No other friend at han^ 
Jesus will by them BtaOO, 

Jesua their Lord. 

i Ye who forsakinr all. 

At your lorcd KUstei'i called 

Comforts resign ; 
Soon will your work he d 
Soon will the prize be won. 
Brighter than j-onder sun, 

'rben shall ye shioe. 

uBwicK'a Q 
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UORN OF ZlOirS GIjOBY. 




1. Mom of 2K>on*8 glo-ry—* Brigbt4}r them art break -ing; 
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Ho • ly jo3r9 thy li^t is waking : Mom of Zi * on's ^o • 17. 
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Ancient oaints fixretold thee, Seraph -an - gels glad behold thee ; Far and wide^ 
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See them gUde ; Streams of rich saWa-tion Flow to ev* - ry na - tion. 

-'-^Eii^zipzr p— I t I ^' -^— f=p:- 
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2 Mom of Zion's glory — 
Ev'ry human dwelling 
With thy notes of joy is swelling: 

Mom of Zion's glory. 
•Distant hills are ringing, 
Echo'd voices sweet are singing; 
Haste thee on 
Like the sun, 
Paths of splendor tracing, 
HndbBD midiiigbt cfaHnogi 
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3 Mom of Zion*s glory — 
Now the night is riven ; 
Now the star is high in heav'n ; 

Mom of Zion's glory. 

JoyBil hearts are bounding. 

Hallelujahs now are soun&ig* 

reace with men 

Dwells again ; 

Jesns reigns forever I 

Jwut rvigM ftxow I 



TBB SACBEO LtBE. 
QLOBIOUS TIDIITQS. 8b A 7s. 
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abode, f 



tBDiple Ckt ex ■ eel - ling, Beaming with tbe gosptl'a liahl. 
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Lnrd, 1h_v iihurch is still tby dwelling, Still is precious in thy wght, 
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3 On (lie Bock of Agea fbnnded, 

What i^an shake her sore repose ? 
With salvation's wall sDrroonded, 

She can fmile at, all her foes. 

£ce, the streanis of living: vaters, 

" ■ 'pig from etemal love, 

li Bumilv her ootia and danghtars, 
And all fear oPwant remove. 

> Bound lier habiiation hovering, 

See the cloud aud fire appear. 
For a glory aud a coverinsi 

Showing that the Lord k near. 
Glorious things of ihee are epoken, 

Zion, eitv of oiir God ; 
He whose word can iiu'ec be broken 

Chose UiM for bii owa »bode. 



320 Desiring Chritft Triumph. 

1 O thou Sun of sloiioua splendoFi 
Shine irith healing in thy wing ; 

Chase awav these Jiliadet at darkoeu i 
Holy light aud comfort bring. 

Let the heralds of salvation 

Round the world with joy proclainii 

" Death and hell are spoiled and vau- 

Through the great Immanael's oama.* 

2 Take thj power, almighty Saviour; 
Claim the nations for thine own ; 

Rei^n, thou I..ord of life and glory, 
I'ill eauh heart becomes thy thTone. 

Then the earth, o'erspread with glory, 
Dec:ked with heavenly splendor brigh!, 

Shall be made Jehovah's dwelling — 
As at 6at, the Loid'n delight. 



M18810NAB7 PBAY8B MBfiTlKas. 
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HTMNA FOB " QLOBSOVB TIDINGS. 
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1 Send, O send the glorious gospel 
Of oar Saviour far abroad. 

liet tiie Hindoo, Burman, Karen, 
Learn the knowledge of our God ; 

Let die Shaos, those darken'd millions, 
See the Ikht of Bethlehem's star 

UnecHpsed by men's tradition ; 
The pure gospel spread afar. 

2 Where Jehovah is forgotten. 

Or his namo was never known — 
Where the light of his salvation. 

Never has with brightness shone — 
Where the thickest darkness gat^enn- 

TWEid the scenes of deepest woe — 
6^m1 the messages of mercy. 

Go, ye Christian heralds, go. 

i Qire the poor benighted heathen. 

When in death's dark trying hour. 
The blessed cordial of salvation ; 

Let him test its heavenly power. 
Tell him of the saints in glory; 

Of those mansions blest above; 
Of a Saviour's suffering tell him, 

And his never^ying love. 

4 Bid those daricen^ children cherish 

Bri^test hopes, which never cease — 
founded on the Saviour^s merits ; 

Tell them of the Prince of Peace ; 
Goide them to the narrow pathway 

Upward tending to the sties ; 
Pcnnt their f^uth to joys eternal 

Now unseen by mortal eyes- 



SSI Missionaries Charged* 

1 Onward, onward, men of heaven; 

Bear the gospel banner high; 
Rest not till its light is given-— 

Star of every pagan sky : 
Send it where themlgrim strsmger 

Fsdnts beneath tne torrid ray ; 
Bid the hardy forest-ranger 

Hall it, ere he fades away. 

% Where llie Arctic Ocean thunders, 

Where the tropics fiercely glow, 
Broadly spread its page of wonders, 



India marks its lustre stealing ; 

Shivering Greenland loves its rayi 
Afiic, 'mid her deserts kneeling, 

Lifb the untaught strain of praise^ 

8 Rude in speech, or wild in feature, 

Dark in spirit, though they be, 
Show that light to every creatur^^- 

Prince or vassal, bond or free : 
Lo ! they haste to eveiy nation ; 

Host on host the raiuks supply : 
Onward 1 Christ is ^oor salvation. 

And your death is victory. 

L. H. SIQOUKMJfiT. 
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8. D. FHBLP8. 



1 Sons of day 1 arise from slumbers, 
For liie sluggish night is gone ; 

Swell the Saviour's mardialed numbei% 
Marclung where He leadeth on : 

Soldiers of the cross, appointed, 
'Listed for the glorious war, 

In the name of God's Anointed, 
Spread your victories afar. 

2 Bid the trumpet of redemption. 
Greet our country's farthest shore ; 

Bddly claim our Lord's pre-emption, 

For the agonies he bore. 
On the prairie and the mountain, 

In the valley rich and fair. 
By the river and the fountain. 

Plant the Rose of Sharon there. 

8 O how bright, from death awakin|^ 

Shine the victor-sadnts above, 
Gloriously from Jesus taking 

Crowns of endless life and love. 
Farewell, fears and self-deniab ! 

Mortal night hath passed awav ; 
Farewell, vigils, toils and trials f 

Welcome, everlasting day ! 

333 TJie Heathen crping for Help, CAWOOn* 
1 Hark ! what mean those lamentation^ 

Rolling sadly through the sky ? 
'lis the cry of heathen nations, — 

" Come and help us or we die I" 
Hear the heathen^s sad complaining ; 

Christians 1 hear their dying cry ; 
And l^e love of Christ constraining, 

Haste to hfl^ tbaui ere they die. 
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TBE 8ACBED LYRE. 
ZlOir. 8b, 7s ft 4. 
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1. On tha mountajn's top appearing, Lo ! the sacred lierald stands, 1 

Welcome news to Zion bearing — Zion low; in hosdle lands : f Monming 
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S Has thy night been long and moumFuI ? 

Have thy friends unfaithful proved? 
Bave ^j Joos been proud and scornful, 

By tinf aigha and tears unmoved? 
Cease thy mourning; 

Zion still 13 well beloved. 

I God, thy God, will now Testore thoe ; 

He hiraaelf appears thy Friend ; 
All thy foes shall See before thee ; 

Here their boasts and triumphs end ; 
Great deliverance 

Zion's King will surely send. 



335 The Dai/ is Br/aking. Eei.i,T 

I Look, ye saints t the day is brealdngt 

Joyful times arc near at hand : 
God, the migh^ God, i , 

By his word m every land : 
Day advances — 

Darkness flies at iaa i 



Joyful news, jrom far arriving. 
How the gospel wins its way, 

Those enlightening 
Who in death and darkness lay 

1 Peace and joy shall now attend thee ; [ 3 God of Jat-ob, Wpb and glorious, 

All thy warfare now be past ; ! Let thy people see tlij- hand I 

I God thy Saviour will defend thee ; | Let the gospel ba victorious, 

Yictory is tliine at last; i Throiijjh the world, in every landj 

All tby '^onflieta Then shaU idols 

£nd ia everiastii^ lesL ' Feriah, Loifl, &I thy a 




XISSIONABT PBATER MEETINGS. 



I«9 



HTMNS FOR «ZION." 



936 Longing fat ike spread (tf the Qotpd. 
i O'er the gloomy hills of darkness, 
. liDok, my soul, be still and gace : 
All the promises do travail 
With a glorious day of grace ; 

Blessed jubilee, 
Let thy glorious morning dawn ! 

2 Let the Indian, let the negro, 
Let the rude barbarian see 

lliat divine and glorious conquest, 
Once obtained on Calvary ; 

Let the gospel 
Loud resound irom pole to pole. 

3 Kingdoms wide that sit in darkness, 
Grant them, Lord, the glorious light ; 

And from eastern coast to western, 
May the morning chase the night ; 

And redemption, 
Freely porchased, win the day. 

4t Fhr abroad, thou mighty gospel. 
Win and conquer, never cease ; 

May th^ lasting, wide dominions, 
Multiply and still increase ; 

Dway thv sceptre, 
Saviour, all the world around. 



33T Prayer for the Heathen, t. cottbrill. 

1 0*er the realms of pagan darkness 
Let the eye of pity gaze ; 

See the kindreds of the people 
Lost in sin's bewildering maze ; 

Darkness brooding 
O'er the face of all the earth. 

2 Light of diem that sit in darkness, 
Hi^ and shine ; thy blessings bring: 

Li^t to lighten all the Gentiles, 
Rise with healinor in Ay wing : 

To thy brightness 
Let all kings and nations come. 

8 May the heathen, now adoring 

Idol gods of wood and stone. 
Come, and, worshippin<T before him, 
Serve the living God alone : 

Let thy glory 
Fill the earth as floods the sea. 
15 



4 Thou, to whom all power is given. 
Speak the word; at thy command, 

Let the company of heralds 

Spread thy name from land to land ; 

Lord, be with them, 
Alway, to the end of time. 

338 Fountain of Life, kellt. 

1 See, from Zion's sacred mountain, 
Streams of living water flow ; 

Grod has opened there a fountain 
That supplies the plains below : 

They are blessed 
Who its sovereign vulues know. 

2 Through ten thousand channels flowing, 
Streams of mercy find their way ; 

Life, and health, and joy, bestowing. 
Making all around look gay * 

O ye nations. 
Hail the long-expected day. 

3 Gladdened by the flowing treasure^ 
All-enriching as it goes, 

Lo ! the desert smiles with pleasure. 
Buds and blossoms as the rose : 

Every object 
Sings for joy, where'er it flows. 

4 Trees of life, the banks adorning, 
IHeld their fruit to all around ; 

Those who eat are saved from mourning; 
Pleasure comes, and hopes abound ; 

Fair their portion — 
Endless life with glory crowned. 

339 Spread of the Oospd, 

1 Now we hail the happy dawning 
Of the Gospel's glorious light, 

May it take the wings of morning 
And dispel the shades of night ! 

Blessed Saviour, 
Let our eyes behold the sight 

2 Let the world, O Ijord, adore thee^ 
Universal be thy fame ; 

Kings and subjects fall before thee. 
And extol thy matchless name ; 

All ascribing 
Endless praises to iht Lamb. 




THE SAOBED LYBB. 

UOBNZKO UQHT. 7b & 68. 
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I. The morning light is breaking. The darkness (lis - ap - pean, llie 
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■r us, In many a gen-tle abower, And 
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waking To pen-i'^en-dal tears; Each brceie that sweeps ihe 
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IS before as Are opening every hour ; Each ci 
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ocean Bnngs tidings from afar, Of nations in 






3 See huathiin catioos bendii^g 
Before the God we love, 
And thousand liearts ascendici 

In gratitude above ; 
While tuners now confenng, 

The gospel call obey, 

And seSc ^e Saviour's ' 

I nalioii in a day. 



Blesl river of salvation, 

Pursue thy onwanl way ; 
Flow thou to every nation, 

Nor in thy richnesa stay 
Star not tdl alt the lowly 

Triuniphant reach their homef 
Slay Dot till aU the holv 

Proclaim, " The LoA la come.' 



HISSIONABY PRAYER MEETINGS. 
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HTMNS FOR "MORNING LIGHT." 



341 The OospH Banner. . Axov, 

1 Now be the gospel banner 

In eveiy land unfurled ; 
And be the shout, hosanna, 

He-echoed through the worid ; 
lUl every isle and nation, 

Till every tribe and tongue, 
Receive the great salvation, 

And join the happy throng. 

2 What though th' embattled legions 

Of earth and hell combine, — 
His arm, throughout their regions, 

Shall soon rerolendent shine : 
Bide on, O Lord, victorious 1 

Imraanuel, Prince of Peace ! 
Thy triiunph shall be glorions; 

Thy empire still increase. 

S Yes, thou shalt reign forever, 

O Jesus, King of kings ! 
Thy liffht, thy love, thy favor, 

Each ransomed captive sings : 
The isles for thee are waiting, 

The deserts learn thy praise, 
The hills and valleys, greeting, 

The song responsive raise. 



843 Universal HaUdvjdh, 

1 When shall the voice of singing 

Flow Joyfully along ? 
When hill and valley, ringing 

With on€ triumphant song, 
PMclaim the contest ended, 

Add Ilim, who once was slai% 
Again to earth descended, 

in righteousness to reign ? 

f Then from the craggy mountains 

The sacred shoutshall fly, 
And shady vales and fountains 

Shall echo the reply : 
High tower and lowly dwelling 

Shall send the chorus round. 
The hallelujah swelling 

In one eternal souno. 

IKAVtXAL OF ESAZJIODT. 



343 BUatings of Christ's Kingdom. 

1 Hail to the Lord's Anointed, 

Great David's greater Son I 
Hail, in the time appointed, 

His reign cm earth begun I 
He comes to break oppression. 

To set the captive tree. 
To take awajr transgression, 

And rule m equity. 

2 He comes, with succor speedy, 

To those who suffer wrong ; 
To help the poor and needy, 

And bid the weak be strong ; 
Togive them songs for sifrhing, 

Tfiieir darkness turn to light, 
Whose souls, condemned and dyings 

Were precious in his sight 

S He shall descend like showers 

Upon the fruitful earth, 
And love and joy, like flowers, 

Sprinir in his path to birth ; 
Before *£iim, on the mountains. 

Shall peace, the herald, go ; 
And righteousness, in fountains, 

From hill to valley flow. 

4 For him shall prayer unceanng 
And daily vows ascend. 
His kingdom still increaang — 

A kingdom without end : 
The tide of time shall never 
His covenant remove : 
! His name shall stand forever ; 
' That name to us is love. 

MONTGOMERY. 
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344 Confidence in Ood. 
1 God is my strong salvation ; 
What foe have I to fear? 
In darkness and temptation. 

My light, my help, is near : 
Though nosts encamp around mOi 

Finn in die fight 1 stand; 
What terror can confimnd me, 
Witk God at my ngjbthaiidy 



I THB SACTtED I.TRE. H 

NATIVE LAIfD, FAREWELL 1 8b, 7a & 4. M 

J. a. PACKARD. Prom Ehs Wnkru Harp— by pcimfailnb 
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1. Yea, my ua-bvelanJ, I lovetbte; All fliy sceuwi, I love tliem well ; 

p::::J-|.T5ii-=i=tiJjiz|-J-J:I:f-»4s;I 

2 Home, thy joj-a arfl pas9-ing love-ly, Joya no stranger heart can tell: 
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FrienJs, coniiefidoiis, hap-py i 
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Can I bid yc 



I love lieE, Can I, can I say fare-well? 
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Can I leave you 



youV Can I ieavo youJ" I'ar In heathen lawli to dwell? 
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Can I leave thee'/ Far in lieatheD land^ tc 



p^rg^E^ jgai^ pgiap 
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of saorerl peatie and pleasun 
Holy days, and Sabbath beil, 
Kit best, brightest, sweelest treasure, 
Can I say a last farenull ? 

Can I leave you, 
Far in beatheu laiida to dwell t 



Far away, ye billows, bear me ; 
Lovely native land, fkreweU ' 

Pleased I leave tb«e — 
Far in beachcn landt toduBp. 



MISSIONARY PRATER MEETINGS. 
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HYMNS FOR "NATIVE LAND, FAREWELL. 
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9 In the deserts let me labor, 
On the mountains let me tell 

How he (lied — the blessed Saxioup — 
To redeem a world from hell ! 

Let me hasten, 
Far in heathen lands to dwelL 

6 Bear me on, thou restless ocean ; 

Let the winds my canvass swell — 
Ileavcs my heart with warm emotion, 

While I po far hence to dwell. . 
Glad I bid thee, 

Native land ' — Farewell — Farewell I 

S. F. SMITH. 



946 Heathen calling for Help, anon. 

1 Hark ! a distant voice is calling ; 
Mournfully it meets the ear ; 

Louder still those accents falling, 
Fill each heart with thought^l fear ; 

Let us listen, — 
Now the cry of grief is near. 

2 'Tis the ^roan of 8j)irit8 dying ; 
Lost in sin*s dark night they stray ; 

T^s the call of thousands crymg, 
" Ye who know the living way. 

Come and guide us 
To the land of perfect day." 

S We would help them, O our Father I 
Thou hast bid us freely give ; 

Wilt thou not these wanderers gather ? 
Shall not d}'ing sinners live V 

Hear our pleading, 
And our past neglect forgive. 

4 Let us send to every nation 
News of light and life divine ; 

<\nd to spread thy great salvation. 
Freely all our powers resign ; 

Take the first fruits, 
Then our lives shall all be thine. 



All success attend thy war; 

Gracious Victor, 
Bring thy trophies from afar. 

2 Majesty combmes with meekness, 
Kightcousness and peace unite. 

To insure thy blessed conquests ; 
Take possession of thy right : 

Hide triumphant. 
Dressed in robes of purest light 

3 Blest are they that touch thy sceptre ; 
Blest are all that own thy reign ; 

Freed from sin, that worst of tyrants, 
Rescued from its galling cham : 

Saints and angels. 
All who know thee, bless thy reign. 



347 Victories of Christ, .j, btland. 

1 Gird thv sword on, mighty Saviour ; 

Make the word of truSi tliy car; 
Prosper in thy coarse, tnmmihant; 

15* 



348 The Day-Spring, clelanDi 

1 Christian ! see, the orient morning 
Breaks along the heathen sky ; 

Lo ! th' expected day is dawning — 
Glorious day-spring from on high. 

HaUelujah ! 
Hail the day-spring from on high ! 

2 Heathen at the sight are singing; 
Morning wakes the tunefiil lays ; 

Precious offerings they are bringing— 
First-fruits of more perfect prsdse. 

Hallelujah ! 
Hail the day-spring from on high ! 

8 Zion's Sun ! salvation beaming. 
Gilding now the radiant hills. 

Rise and shine, till, brighter gleamingi 
All the world thy glory fills. 

Hallelujah ! 
Hail the day-spring from on high I 

4 Lord of every tribe and nation ! 

Spread thy truth from pole to pole, 
Spread the light of thy salvation. 

Till it shine on every soul. 
Halleli^ahl 

Hail the day-spring froca oa Isu^t. 



HABDAH. H. M. 
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3 Why, Sariour! .why conceal 

liiy bcnniH of grace and love 7 
Tliose lieavenly rays reveal, 
Which cheer the saints above I 
Thnw rays shiiU i:haso tlie night away, 
And bring the bright niilleanial day. 
t Tet, .Teaus, Aould thy will 
Defer that sacred mom, 

_... petition still, 

Nor leave the world forlom; 
; till that reeplRndeot daj". 
: on our BDuls with powerjul ray. 

350 Zion's Prmpen'lg. DODDBIBGB. 

I O ZioD, tune thy voice, 

And raise thv hundd on high; 

tTel) all the earth tljj jnjs, 
And boaal salvation nigh; 
pMifid iu God, I While rays divine 
ieMadOtiDe, | Stream &t ttbiotd. 






2 Hocilds thy moiiminn; face 

With beams that cannot fade ; 
His all-resplendent grace 

He pours around thy head : 
The nations round [ With lustre new 
Thy form shall view, ] Divinely crownad 

3 la honor to his name. 

Reflect that sacred light, 
And loud that grace proclain 

'^Vhich makes thy darkntes bri^.* 
Pursue his praise, I In worlds above 
Till sovereign lovo | The glory rmn. 

i There, on hia holy hill 

A brifrhtKr Sun shall rise, 
And will, his rndianco fill 

Those fairer, purer skiea : 
While, ttmnd his Ihron^J '" " " 
Ten thOBsand MM 
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S51 Minennium Hpmn. 

1 
Isles of Uie South, awake I 

The song of triumph sing; 
Let mount, and hill, and vale 
Wilii hallelujahs rins: 
Shout, for the idol's ovcn&rown, 
And Israel's God is God aJkme. 



Wild wastes of Afric, shout! 

Tour shackled sons are firee ; 
Ko mother wails her child, 
*Neath the bananna tree. 
No slave-ship dashes on thy shore. 
The clank of chains is hesutl no more. 



Shout, vales of India, shout 1 
No fun'ral fires blaze high; 
No iddi-sonff rings loud, 
As rolls Sie death-car by : 
The banner of the cross now waves 
Where Christian heralds made their 
graves^ 

4 
Shoot, rocky hills of Greece ! 
The crested head lays low; 
No Moslem flings his chain, 
Around the Christian now ;-* 
But Greek imd Moslem join in one 
To praise the Saviour, God, the Son. 



352 The Monthly Concert. 

1 
Sovereign of worlds above, 

And Lord of all below, 
Thy faithfulness and love, 
Thy power and mercy show : 
Fulfil thy word : Let heathens live 
Thy spirit give ; And praise the Loi d. 

2 
On lands that Ue beneath 
Foul superstition's sway, 
Whose horrid shades of death 
Admit no heavenly ray. 
Blest Spirit I shine ; 1 Dispel the gloom 
Their hearts illume ; | With light divine. 

3 
Father, who to thy Son 

Thy steadfast word hast mven. 
That through the earth shaU run 

The news of peace with heaven; 



Extend his fame; 
Thy grace diffuse, 



And let the news 
The world reclaioou 



Shout, hills of Palestine ! 

Have you forgot the groan, 
The spear, the mom, the cross, 
The ivine press trod alone, 
The dying prayer that rose from thee, 
Tbe garden of Gethsemane ? 

Hall, glad millennial day ! 

O snout, ye heavens above I 
To-day the nations sing 
The song, redeeming love, 
Bedeeming love the sons shall be : , 
Ban, blesMd year of Jumlee ! 



I Few be the years that roll, 
Ere all shall worship thee ; 
The travail of his soul, 
. Soon let the Saviour see ; 
O God of grace ! j Fill earth with joy, 
Thy power employ, | And heaven with praise. 

353 Christian Effort, pratt's GOU 

1 
Rise, gracious God ! and shine 

tn all thy saving might. 
And prosper each design 
To spread thy glorious light: 
Let healing streams of mercy flow. 
That all the earth thy truth may know. 

2 
Put forth thy glorious power I 

The nations then will see, 
And earth present her store. 
In converts bom of thee : 
God, our own God, his church will bleaii 
And earth shall yieM her full incre^^ 



116 



TUE SACRED L YBB. 



MISSIONABY HYMN. 78 Sa 68. 

By permission of Dr. L. MASOR. 
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1. From Greenland's i - ey mcwintains, From India's co - ral strand; 
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2. What though the spi -cy breez - es Blow soft o'er CejUm'a isle ; 
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Where Afric's sun - ny fountains, Roll down their gold - en sand ; 




Though ev©-ry pros-pect pleas -es, And on - ly man is Tile; 
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From many an an-cient riv - er, From many a palm - y plain, 




In vaun with lav-ish kind-ness, The gifts of God are strown; 
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They call us to de - liv - er Their land from er - ror*s chain. 




The heathen in his blind - ness Bows down to wood and stone 
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3 Shall we, whose souls are lighted 

Bv wisdom from on high, 
Shall we to man benighted 

The light of life deny ? 
Salvation ! O ! Salvation I 

The joyful sound proclaim ; 
nil earth's remotest nation 

Has learnt Messiah's name. 



4 Waft, waft, ye winds, his story, 
And you, ye waters, roll, 
nil, like a sea of glory, 
• It spreads frt)m pole to pole; 
Till o*er our ransom'd nature 
The Lamb for sinners slain, 
Redeemer, King, Creator, 
In bliss returns to reign. 



ST. THOMAS. S. M. 



A. WIIiLIAMS. 




1. O Lord our God, a - rise, The cause Qf truth main-tain, 




And wide o'er all the peo-pled world, Extend her bless - ed reign. 
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2 Thou, Prince of Life, arise, 

Nor let thy glory cease ; 
Far spread the concjuests of thy grace, 

And bless the earth with peace. 



S Spirit of grace, arise. 

Extend thy healing wing. 
And o'er a dark and mined world, 
Let light and order spring. 
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THE SACRED LYRE. 

WORTHPIBLD. CM. 
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1. Lo ! wbAt a glorious sight appears To our belicvlQg ej'M 
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h and seas are parsed away. And the old, rolling Bkiei. 



irth and seas aro passed aw&y, And the old, rolling ikks, And the ola, roillne BKles. 



passed away, Tbo eaith and teas are passed anay, And the old, roll-ing i 



S From tlie third heaven, where God re- 

That holy, happy place, 
The new Jeruaalcin cornea down, 

Adorned with Bhining grace. 
I Attending angels shout for J07, 

And the bright anmea ung, 
"Mortals, bthold thu sacred aeat 

Of your descesding King. 

4 '* Hia own soft hand shall mpe the teaja 
From every weeping eye ; 

And pains, and groa,[is, and griefi, and 

And denth itxelf elisll die." 

5 How long, dear Saviour, O how long 
Shall this bnjrht hour delay V 

Fly swilter round, ye wheels of dme, 
Aad brioj iLe welcome day. watts. 



35T Sprfado/ihe Gospel. OIBBOn. 

1 Great God, the nations of the earth 

Are by creation thine ; 
And in thj works, bj all beheld, 

Thy radiant glories bhine. 

3 But, Lord, thy richer love has sent 
Thy gospel to mankind; 

Unveiling what rich stores of grace 

Are treasured in thy mind. 
8 Lord, when shall these glad 1 
spread 

The spacious earth aron 
Till every tribe and every «ul " 

Shall hear the joyftd sOudiL ' 

4 Smile. Lord, on each divine al 
To spread the gospel mj-s ; 

And build, on sin's demolisbed tbroaOi 
The Camples of thj pnira. 
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35€ Fray IT for the Success of Missions, 

1 Lord, send thy word, and let it fly, 
Armed with thy Spirit's power : 

Ten thousands shall confess its sway, 
And bless the saving hour. 

2 Beneath the influence of thy grace 
The barren wastes shall rise, 

With sudden greens and fruits arrayed, 
A blooming paradise. 

3 Tru^* holiness f^all strike its root 
In each regenerate heart ; 

Shall in a in^wth diyine arise, 
And heavenly fruits impart 

4 Peace, with her olives crowned, shall 

stretch 
Her wings from shore to shore : 
No trump shall rouse the rage of war, 
^or murderous cannon roar. 

5 Lord, fyr those d&js we wait ; those days 
Are in thy word foretold ; 

ITyswifter, sun and stars, and bring 
This promised age of gold. 

6 " Amen," with joy divine, let earth's 
Unnumbered myriads cry ; 

** Amen," with joy divine, let heaven*s 
Unnumbered choirs reply. 

GIBBONS. 



5 From sea to sea, from shore to shorty 

May Jesus be adored. 
And Earth, with all her millions, shoof' 

Hosannas to the Lord. 

buri^er's col. 



359 Proper for Christ's Victory, 

1 Jesus, immortal King, arise ; 
Assert thy rightful sway ; 

Till earth, subdued, its tnbttte brings, 
And distant lands obey. 

2 Ride forth, victorious Conqueror, ride, 
Till ail thy foes submit, 

And all the powers of hell resign 
Their trophies at thy feet 

3 Send forth thy word, and let it fly 
This spacious earth around, • 

Till every soul beneath the sun 
Shall hear the joyful sound. 

4 O, may the great Redeemer's name 
Through every clime be knoim^ 

Aad heathen gods, forsaken, flUl^ 
And Jesus reign alone. 



360 The Glorp of (he Latter Day. 

1 Behold, the mountain of the Lord, 
In latter days, shall rise 

Above the mountains and the hillsi 
And draw the wondering eyes. 

2 To this the joyful nations round. 
All tribes and tongues, shall flow: 

**Up to the hill <rf (Sxi," they say, 
" And to his house, well go." 

3 The beam that shines on Zion's hill 
Shall lighten every land : 

The King who reigns in Zion's towers 
Shall all the world command. 

4 No strife shall vex Messiah's reign, 
Or mar the peaceful years : 

To ploughsha^ men ^shaU beat thei, 
swords, 
To pruning-hooks their spears. 

5 Come, then, O, come from every land. 
To worship at his shrine ; 

And, walking in the light of God, 
With holy beauty shme. LOGAir. 



861 Prayer for Enlargement of the Chwxh, 

1 Shine, mighty God, on Zion shine, 
With beams of heavenly grace ; 

Reveal thy power through every land, 
And show thy smiling face. 

2 When shall thy name, from shore tt 

shore, 
Sound through the earth abroad. 
And distant nations know and love 
Their Saviour and their God ? 

3 Sing to the Lord, ye distant lands; 
Sing loud, with joyful voice ; 

Let every tongue exidt his praise^ 
And every Mart rejoiM. 
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1. Soon may the last glad song arise, Through all the millions of the skies — • 
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That song of triumph which records That all the earth is now the Lord's ! 
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2 Let thrones, and powers, and kingdoms 

be * 

Obedient, mighty God, to thee ! 
And over land, and stream, and msun, 
Now wave the sceptre of thy reign I 

3 Oh let that glorious anthem swell I 
Let host to host the triumph tell — 
That not one rebel heart remains. 
But over all the Saviour reigns ! 

CII. PSALMODY. 



363 Encouragements. vokb. 

1 Behold the expected time draw near. 
The shades disperse, the dawn appear ; 
Behold the wilderness assume 

The beauteous tints of Eden*s bloom. 

2 Events with prophecies conspire 
To raise our f^th, our zeal to fire : 
The ripening fields, already white, 
Present a biurvest to our sight 



3 The untaught heathen waits to know 
The joy the gospel will bestow ; 

The exiled slave waits to receive 
The freedom Jesus has to give. 

4 Come, let us, with a grateful heart, 
In this blest labor share a part ; 

Our prayers and offerings gladly bring, 
To aid the triumphs of our King. 

364 Christians Debtors to the Heathen. 

1 Christians, the glorious hope ye know 
Which soothes the heart in every wo; 
While heathen, helpless, hopeless, lie ; 
No ray of glory meets their eye. 

2 Christians, ye taste the heavenly grace 
Which cheers believers in their race ^ 
Uncheered by grace, through heathen 

gloom. 
See mimons hastening to the tomb. 

CAW<XM>.- 
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363 Rejoicing in Christ's Triumphs, 

1 Rejoice, for Christ, the Sa%'iour reigns ; 
He spreads his triumphs all abroad ; 

And &inners, freed from endless pains. 
Own him their Saviour and their God. 

2 His sons and daughters from afar, 
Daily at Zion's gate arrive ; 

Those who were dead in sin before, 
^Y sovereign grace are made alive. 

S O, may his conquests still increase, 
And every foe his power subdue ; 

"While anfljels celebrate his praise, 
And samts his growing glories show. 

4 Loud hallelujahs to the Lamb, 
From all below, from all above ; 

In lofty songs exalt his name. 
In songs as lofty as his love. 

BEDDOME. 



366 Christ's Kingdom among the Gentiles. 

1 Jesus shall reign where'er the sun 
Does his successive journeys run ; 

His kingdom stretch from shore to shore. 
Till moons shall wax and wane no more. 

2 For him shall endless prayer be made. 
And endless praises crown his head ; 
His name, like sweet perfume, shall rise 
With every morning sacrifice. 

3 People and reahns of every tongue 
Dwell on his love with sweetest song; 
And infant voices shall proclaim 
Their early blessings on his name. 

4 Blessings abound where'er he reigns ; 
The joyful prisoner bursts his chains ; 
The weary find eternal rest. 

And all the sons of want are blest. 

5 Let every creature rise and bring 
Peculiar honors to our Kinjj : 
Angels descend with songs again. 
And earth repeat the loud Amen. 

WATTS. 



367 The People Perish, hontoomert. 
1 The heathen perish ; day by day, 
Thousands on thousands pass away 1 
O Christians, to their rescue fly, 
Fkeach Jesus to them sre they die 1 

10 



2 Wealth, labor, talents freely give, 
Yea, life itself, that they may live ; 
What hath your Saviour done for you ? 
And what for him will ye not do ? 

3 O, Spirit of the Lord ! go forth. 
Call in the south, wake up the north ; 
From every clime, from sun to sun. 
Gather God's children into one ! 



368 CH. PSALMODY. 

1 Arm of the Lord, awake ! — awake ! 
Put on thy strength — ^the nations shake I 
Now let the world, adoring, see 
Triumphs of mercy wrought by thee. 

2 Say to the heathen, from thy throne, 
" I am Jehovah, God alone !" 

Thy voice their idols shall confound. 
And cast their altars to the ground. 

3 Let Zion's time of favor come I 
Oh, bring the tribes of Israel home I 
Soon may our wondering eyes behold 
Gentiles and Jews in Jesus' fold 1 

4 Almighty God ! thy grace proclaim 
ThrougH every clime— of every name I 
Let adverse powers before thee fell, 
And crown the Saviour Lord of all ! 



369 The Time to favor Zion. 

1 Sovereign of worlds, display thy power ; 
Be this thy Zion's favored hour ; 

Bid the bright morning-star arise, 
And point the nations to the skies. 

2 Set up thy throne where Satan reigns, 
On Afnc's shore, on India's plains ; 
Far let the gospel's sound be known. 
And claim tne nations for thy own. 

3 Speak — and the world shall hear thy 

voice ; 
Speak — and the desert shall rejoice ; 
Scatter the gloom of heathen night ; 
Bid every nation hail tlie light. 

SOCIAL HYMXS. 



370 The Heathen Rejoicing. 

1 Hark ! from yon wilds is heard the stnun 
Of joy and praise ascending high ; 

The song of Zion cheers the plain ; 
The desert breathes the contrite's a|^. 
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1. The gloom-j night of aad-i 
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S. !Now truth, nnveiled, is shin-iag, With beams of sa-crcd liglit, 
3. The courts of heaven are ringing, With songs of h' ' ' ' 
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The glow-ing tinge of mom - ing, Pro- claims the ris - ing day; 
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That wet - come day of prom-ise, "When Christ shall claim lua right. 



Their glow-ing haarls in rap - turo, All filled with joy di - vino, 
O could we rise tri - umph - aat, And jmo with thole a, - bove, 
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And on the world in dark - ness, Pour i^rth a flood of light 



1— r 




g^^ 






^f=^^=i= 



l^^^ 




Burst forth in shont-ing glo - ry, And like their Master shine. 
To Bhoot and sing for - ev - er, Free grace and dy - ing love. 
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372 The Light U Gleaming, 
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Behold, the light is gleaming 

From distant lands afar ; 
Ye see, by its bright beaming, 

The risen Morning Star : 
Where once the lands were shrouded, 

Enwrapped in shades ci nisht. 
Their skies are now unclouded, 

Illumed with heavenly light. 



Tet some are still benighted, 

Kor see the truth's bright ray ; 
One gleam, and they are Ughted, 

And night is turned to day : 
Then haste with your commission, 

Ye messengers of flame ; 
Fly, fly to every region, 

To tell Messiah's name. 
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For the Monthly Concert. 
1 



On Hdbef s snow-capt mountains, 
O'er Afric's burning sand, 

Where roll the fiery fountains 
Adown Hawaii's strand — 

In eve^ distant nation, 
The mifi^ty |^pbe arqim^, 

-■Tmgo&ptk trumpet ioiin4 



In golden armor blazing 

They press their onward way, 
And h%h in air upraising, 

The s;lorious cross di^ay : 
Away tbeir weapons hurling,, 

The warring nations cease, 
And hail with joy, untiirling 

The banneret ci peace. 



Where sin hath fix'd her dwelling. 

Where Death the tyrant reigns^ 
The heavenly notes are swelling 

In loudest, sweetest strains ; 
They breathe — ^the bones are diakeiiy 

And clothed with flesh, arise, — 
They bid the dead awaken 

To glory in llie skies. 



What though hell's fiery regions 

Pour forai their dread array I 
Look up ! — angelic legions 

Attend you on your way. 
March on, ye sons of heaven. 

This precious promise sing-**- 
** The heathen shall be given 

Xp Q^rii^OQr gjbricmc Sjng*'^ 
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1. From all that dwell below the skies, Let the Cre-a-tor's praise a-rise, 




2. E - ter - nal are thy mercies, Lord, Eternal truth attends thy word 
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Let the Redeem-er's name be sung, Thro' eve-ry land, by eve - ry tongue. 
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Thy praise shall sound from shore to shore, Ull sans shall rise and set no more. 
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375 Prayer for Divine Aid. blitsts. 

1 Arise, in all thy splendor, Lord ; 
Let power attend thy gracious word ; 
Unveil the beauties of thy face, 
And show the glories of thy grace. 

2 Send forth thy messengers of peace ; 
Make Satan's reign and empire cease ; 
Let thy salvation. Lord, be known, 
That all the world thy power may own. 

376 Zion Encouraged, pbatt's col. 

1 Zion, awake ; thy strength renew ; 
Put on thy robes of beauteous hue ; 
Church of our God, arise and shine, 
Brisht with the beams of truth divine. 

2 Soon shall thy radiance stream afar. 
Wide as the heathen nations are ; 
Gentiles and kings thy light shall view ; 
AU shaHH admire and love thee too. 



377 Prayer for the World, sac. ltrics. 

1 Jesus, we bow before thy throne, 
We lift our eyes to seek thy face : 

To bleeding hearts thy love make known, 
On contrite souls bestow thy grace. 

2 See, spread beneath thy gracious eye» 
A world o'erwhelmed in guilt and tears^ 

Where deathless souls in ruin lie, 
And no kind voice dispels their fears. 

3 Lord, arm thy truth with power divioAi 
Its conquests spread from shore to shore; 

Till suns and stars forget to shine, 
And earth and skies shall be no morft 

4 O rise, ye ransomed captives, rise. 
Peal the loud anthem here below ; 

Let earth reflect it to the skies. 
And heat "in with new-born nptnt 
glow ^^ 
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1. Lord, look on all as - sem-bled here, Who in thy presence stand, 







2. O, may we all, with one con - sent, Fall low be - fore thy throne, 
8. And should the dread decree b^ past, And we must feel the rod, — 
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To «f - f^ Hp a - ni - ted prayer For this our sin - ful land. 
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With lean the aa - tion's sins U - menti The church's, and our own. 
Let faith and partience hold us fiist To our cor - rect - ing God. 




S79 FenOaU BeoUw tffthe Pad, 

1 As o^er the past my memory strays, 
Why heaves the secret sigh ? — 

Tia tliat I mourn departed days, 
Still unprepared to die. 

2 The w^M and worldly things beloYed, 
My anxious thoughts employed; 

And time unhallowed, unimproved, . 
Presents a fearfUl void. 

S Yet, Holy Father, wild despair 
Chase from my laboring breast, 

Thy grace it is which prompts thepr»yer, 
That grace can do the rest 

4 My life's brief remnant all be thine I 

And when thy sure decree 
Bids me th^ 4eeting breath resigii, 

Q iy#>d my soul to thee. 

SPI8 00L. 
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380 PubUc SuppUcctUon. rippon's ool. 

1 When Abrah'm, full of sacred awe, 
Before Jehovah stood. 

And, with aa humble, fervent prayer 
For guilty Sodom sued, — 

2 With what success, what wondrous 

srace, ^ 
Was nis petition crowned I 
The Lord would spare, if in thb place 
Ten righteous men were found. 

3 And could a single pious soul 
So rich a boon obtam ? 

Great God, and shall a nation cry, 
And plead with thee in vain ? 

4 Still we are thine ; we bear thy name : 
Here yet is thine abode : 

L<mg has^thy presence blessed our land: 
jfonaKB us not) O Qod. 
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1. DreadJehorab I Grod of nations ! From thj tem-ple in tiie skies, 



^iiP 



t- 



I 



^ 







^2^j 





II I 

Hear thy people's sup^li - ca - tions, Now for their de - liv-^rance rise. 
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2 Though our sins, onr hearts confocmd- 

Long and loud for vengeance call, 
Thou hast mercy more abounding ; 
Jesus' blood can cleanse them alL 

3 Let that love veil our transgression ; 
Let that blood our guilt efface ; 

Save thy people from oppression ; 
Save from spoil thy hcJy place. 

4 Lo! with deep contrition turning. 
Humbly at thy feet we bend ; 

Hear us, fasting, praying, mourning; 
Hear u», spare as, and defend. 

EFX8. COL. 



382 The Sacrifice </ Thanksgiving. 

1 Lord of heaven, and earth, and ocean 
Hear us from thy bright abode, 

While our hearts, with true devotion, 
Own their great and gracious God. 

2 Health and every needful bleasuag 
Are thy bounteous gifts alone; 

Comforts undeserved possessing. 
Here we bend before thy throne. 

8 Thee, with humble adoration, 
Lord, we praise for mercies past: 

Stall to this most favored nation 
May those mercies ever last 
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X* The God of har>ve8t praise ; In loud thank9>^v - ing raise 
2. Yea, bless his ho - I7 name, And pur - est thanks pro - claim 
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Hand, heart, and voice ; 
Through all the earth ; 
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The valleys smile and sing. For - ests and 
To glo - ry in your lot Is du - ty,— 
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mountains ring. The plains their tribute bring, The streams re - joice. 
but be not God's ben * e - fits for - got, A - midst your mirth. 
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8 The God of harvest praise : 
Hands, hearts, and voices, rsuse, 

With sweet accord ; 
From field to garner throng. 
Bearing your sheaves along. 
And in your harvest song 

Bless ye the Lord. 

MONTGOMERY. 



984 Hf/mnfor the National Anniversary. 

1 Auspicious morning, hail I 
Voices from hill and vale 

Thy welcome sing: 
Joy on thy dawning breaks; 
Each heart with joy partakes 
While cheerful music wakes, 
lis pnkk to bring. 



When on the tyrant's rod 
Our patriot fatiiers trod, 

And dared be free, 
*Twas not in burning zeal. 
Firm nerves, and hearts of steel. 
Our country's joy to seal. 

But, Lord, in thee. 

Thou, as a shield of power, 
In battle's awful hour. 

Didst round us stand ; 
Otir hopes were in thy throne ; 
Strong m thy might aJcme, 
By thee our banners shonei 

God of our land. 

9. V aMzra.' 
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Iby hand revolvea my circling hours — Thy hand, from whence my being i 
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And vearBjirith smiling mercy cr 



11 to thy vast, unbounded love ; 
Ten thousand prutious jtifts below, 
Aad hope ot nobler jpya aboTs. 



And after death thy Doundless grace, 
'Kirough everlasting yeare, adOTe. 



aSB National Oratitwlt. 

1 Lord, may thy goodness i 

Preserved by Siine almighty hand, 
The tribute of its love to brine 
To thee, our Saviour aud our King. 

I So shall eath public temple ruse 
A Bong of triumph lo tliy praisa ; 
Aiid every ptacefiil private home 
To tbee a lemple «1mU beeome. 






3 Still be it our supreme deligt 
To walk B9 in ihine awful wgat. 
And in thy precepts and thy feal^l 
Till life's last hour, to persovore. 

3S7 Providmtiai Qoodnna of Qed. 
1 Eternal Source of every joy, 
Well may thy praise our tips Kun^iaj, 
While in Ihy presence we appear. 
Whose goodness cTovns the cu^dkig year, 
a Wide as the wheeb of nature roD, 
Thy hand supports and guides the whole : 
The sun is taught by thee to rise. 
And darknsiis when to veil the ^es- 
3 Seasons and raont)u,aQdweehB and dayi 
Demand snccesdve songs of praise j 
Still be the grateful homage paid 
With T¥unmmj« iioht, Mid eveitiiu dtadb 
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L Lord, wbile finr all mankind we pray, Of eve-ry clime and coait, 
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O, bear us for our na^iYe land, — The land we love the most 

4^ I 




t O, SQard our shores from eyery foe, 
Wiu peace our borders bless, 

With prosperous times our cities crown. 
Our fields with plenteousness. 

S Unite us in the sacred love 
Of knowledge, truth, and thee ; 

And let our hifis and valleys shout 
The songs of liberty. 

4 Lord of the nations, thus to thee 
Our country we commend ; 

Be thou her refuge and her trusti 
Her everlasting firiead. 

WREFOBD. 



389 Qod*8 Kindness to our For^aOktn* 

1 To Him from whom our blessingi flow. 
Who all our wants supplies, 

This day the choral song and vow 
From grateful hearts shall rise. 

2 'Twas he who led the pilgrim band 
Across the stormy sea; 

'Twas he who stayed the tyrantfs hoad. 
And set our country free. 

8 When ^iverin^ on a strand tniksown. 

In sickness and distress, 
Our fathers looked to God akme, 

To aave, proleet, and Ueoa 



4 Be thou our nation's strength and shield, 

In manhood as in youth ; 
Thine arm for our protection wield, 

And guide us by thy truth, anon* 

390 A Harvest Hymn. AKOV. 

1 Fountain of mercy, God of love. 
How rich thy bounties are ! 

The rolling seasons, as they move, 
Proclaim thy constant care. 

2 When in the bosom of the earth 
The sower hid the grain. 

Thy goodness marked its secret Inxth, 

Ax^ sent the early rain. 
8 The spring's sweet influence. Lord, was 
thine; 

The plants in beauty grew ; 
Thou gav'st refulgent suns to shine. 

And gav'st refir^hing dew. 

4 These various mercies from above 
Matured the swelling grain ; 

A kindly harvest crowns ihy love, 
And plenty fills the pladn. 

5 We own and bless thy mmotitfWigr 
Thy hand all nature hsuls: 

Seed-time nor harvest, nijcht Mr diQ^t 
^ Summer nor wi]iler,Aik 
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THE BACftED l.YRE, 
EaOIONS. C. M. 
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S. Up to the hills, irhcrs Chiist is gone, To plead Jbrall his saints, PreseDtlBX 
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I dlract my prayer. To thee lift np t 
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at bia Father's throne Onr Bangs and otir complaints, Oiu' songs and odt complainU. 
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30a Morning Praise. 8TEKIE. 

1 Lord of my life, O may thy praise 

Employ my noblest powers. 
Whose goodness lengthens out my days, 
*-■' ^"- *'■- --relmg houra. 



And fiila the ci 



S Proaerved by Uiine almighty arm, 
I passed the shades of night, 

Secure and sale fhmi every bann, 
And see retimiing lighi 

t let the same almighty care 
My wakin" hours attend ; 

From evciT danger, every si 
My heedless steps defend. 



393 "IiviUbegladinOie Lard." ASOr. 

1 When morning's first and haUoned raj' 
Breaks with its trembling light, 

To chase ihe pearly dews away, — 
Bright tearnircips of the night, — 

2 My heart, O Lord, forgets to rare, 
But riaea, gladly free. 

On wings of everiasting iove, 
And finds its home in thee. 



S When evening^ ralent shades 
And nature siiiks to rest, 

Still to my Father and my Frii 
My wishes are addreraed. 




IfOBNIKO AND EVEKINO. 
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1. The day is past and gone, The eve-ning shades ap-pear; 

2. We lay our garments by, Up - on our beds to rest} 
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O may we all re-mem-ber well, The night of death draws near! 
So death will soon dis - robe us all Of what we here pos - sess. 




8 Lord, keep us safe this night, 
Secure from all our fears ; 
May angels guard us while we sleep, 
Till morning light appears. 

4 And if we early rise, 

And view th* unwearied sun, 
May we set out to win the prize. 
And after glory run. 

5 And when our days are past. 

And we fit)m time remove, 
O may we in thy bosom rest, — 
The bosom of thy love I leland. 



395 Morning Thanksgiving, dwioht. 

1 Serene I laid me down, 

Beneath his guardian care : * 
I slept — and I awoke, and found 
My kind Preserver near. 

2 Thus does thine arm support 

This weak, defenceless frame ; 
But whence these favors. Lord, to me, 
All worthlew a» I am ? 



3 O, how shall I repay 

The bounties of my Grod ? 

This feeble spirit pants beneath 

The pleasing, painful load. 

4 My life I would anew 

Devote, O Lord, to thee ; 
And in thy service I would spend 
A long eternity. 
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Flight of Time, cUBTis's COX. 



1 Another day is past, 

The hours forever fled, 
And time is bearing us away 
To mingle with &e dead. .. ,. 

2 Our minds in perfect peace ' 

Our Father s care snail keep ; 
We yield to gentle slumber now, 
For thou canst never sleep. 

8 How blessed. Lord, are they 
On thee securely stayed ! 
Nor shall they be in life alarmed. 
Nor be in death dismayed. 



TBE SACRED t-TBE. 
HOUiET. 7b. 



w the light of daj* Fades up - on my sight a- 




me the light of day 
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way; Free from care, from la-bor free, Lord, I would 
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' free, Take me, Lord, to dwell with the«. 
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J99 Marning Frayrr, HiHT. CO 

I Now the shadfiS of ni<rht are fwe, 
Now the mominff lifjht is come', 
Lord, we would be thine today, 
Drive the shades of sin away. 

3 Fill our BoaU with heaTenlj liebt, 
BaJiish doiibt and clear our sight : 
In thy seriice, Lord, to-day 
Help ua lalior, help aa pray. 

I Keep our wayward passions bound. 
Save as fiom our foes around ; 
Going out and coming in 
Keep us safe from every sin. 

I When our wori of life is past, 
receive us all at last; 



1 Thou, iJiat dost my life prolong, 
Kindly aid my moraing song; 
Thankful from my couch I rise 
To the God that rules the skiea 

2 Thou didat hear my evening cry ; 
Thy preserving hand waa nigh; 
Peaceful alumbuiv thou hast nhed, 
Grateful to my weary head. 

3 Thou hast kept me through the nigfal 
'Twas thy hand restoi'd the light ; 
Lord, thy mereies still arc new, 
Plenteous as the morning dew. 

4 Gently, with the dawning raf, 
On my «oul thy beams dispb — 
Sweeter than the smiling "" 
Let thy cheerily light ret 






MORNING AND EYBNINO. 
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NIGHT THOUGHT. 0. M., Double.. 

Jfrom the Ohristian Lyn. 
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1. How can I sleejp, when angels sing; And all the saints on high / 
Cry "Glory '* to our heavenly King, The Lamb that once did die. J 
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m guardian an-gels fill the room, And hoyering round my bed. 




^ 


^— ' ^ 


1 ""^ A 


A "^"^ 


1 


U- 


/■•-s ^ 




|— 1 V 


£=:) 


' T* 1 


fmmi^ 






^ - 


^ 1 


. " J 


—» 


--U 


1. 



3P 



t=B 



»s 



±i: 



gi 



^1: 



Do clap their wings in love to him Who is my glorious Head. 
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2 Such joyful spirits never sleep, 

Their love is ever new ; 
Then, O my soul, no longer cease 

To love and praise him too, 
For I, of all the race that fell, 

Or all the heavenly host. 
Have greatest cause, with humbler soul. 

To &ve and praise him most. 

8 - Did God the Father love men so, 

As to give up his Son, 
To be a ransom, and redeem 

Them from the sins they'd done ? 
Did Jesus leave the Father's breast, 

That heaven of heavens on high. 
To come to earth — this world of wo, 

For guilty worms to die ? 
" '' 17 



4 No longer then will I lie here, 
But rise, and praise and pray ; 

And join to sing, while I enjoy 
A glimpse of heavenly day. 

Lord, give me strength to die to sin, 
To run the Christian race ; 

To live to God, and glorify 
The riches of his grace. 

5 If meditation all divine 
At midnight fill my soul, * 

Sleep shall no longer all my powerb 

And faculties control. 
My lovely Jesus, while on earth. 

Did rise before"*twas day. 
And to a solitary place, 

Departed, there to pray 



THE SACRED LYRE. 



THE FAREWELL, lis. 
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Farewell, ye young convertg, who've 'iisled for war, 
Sore trials await you, but Jesus is near ; 
And though you must walk through this <!ark wilderness, 
Tour Captain's before you, he'll lead you lo peace. 
Farewell, seeking mournerB, with sod broken heart 
O haste to know Jesus, and seek the good part; 
He's t'ull of uompa^ion, and mi^ihty to save ; 
His arms are extended your souls to receive. 
Farewell, careless sinner, for yon I do mourn. 
To think of your danger and your unconcern. 
You've heani of a. judgment where all must appear; 
O, there you'll stand trembling with tonnenlinf; fear. 
The frolics and pastimes in which you deb'aht 
Will serve to torment you in thai dreadful fright; 
You'll think of the sermons which you've heard in vain. 
When hope's gone forever of hearing again. 
Farewell, lalthful pilgrims — farewell, all around I 
Perhaps well not meet till the lost trump shall SODiid! 
To meet you in glory I give you my hand, 
The Saviour lo praise in a pare social band. 



MBETINO AND PARTIKO. 
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402 The Final Meeting, key. j. button. 
Tune ** When I can read my title clear," pa^ 66. 

1 Hail ! sweetest, dearest tie that binds 
Our glowinor hearts in one, 

Hail 1 sacred nope that tunes our minds 

To harmony divine. 
It is the hope, the blissful hope, 

Which Jesus' grace has given, 
The hope when days and years are past, 

- We all shall meet in heaven. 
We all shall meet in heaven at last, 

We all shall meet in heaven : 
The hope when days and years are past. 

We all shall meet in heaven. 

2 What though the northern wintry blast 
Shall howl around our cot : 

What though beneath an eastern sun 

Be cast our distant lot ! 
Yet still we share the blissful hope, 

Which Jesus' grace has given, &c. 

8 From Burmah's shores, from^AJ&ic's 
strand, 

From India's buminff plain. 
From Europe, from Cdumbia's land, 

We hope to meet again. 
It is the hope, the blissfiil hope, 

Which Jesus' grace has given, &c. 

4 No lingering look, no parting sigh. 

Our future meeting knows ; 
There friendship beams from every eye, 

And hope immortal grows. 
O sacred hope ! O blissful hope 1 

Which Jesus' grace has given, &c. 
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Parting of Christians, nbwton. 
Tune, " Pleyel'fl Hymn," page 76. 

1 For a season called to part. 
Let us now ourselves commend 

To the gracious eye and heart 
Of our ever-present friend. 

2 Jesus ! hear our humble prayer; 
Tender Shepherd of thy sheep 1 

Let thy mercy and thy care 
All our souls in safety keep. 



3 In thy strength may we be strongs 
Sweeten every cross and pain ; 

Grant, that, if we live, ere long 
We may meet in peace again. 

4 Then, if thou thy help afibrd, 
Joyful songs to thee shall rise. 

And our souk shall praise the Lord, 
Who regards our humble cries. t 

404 WJien shaU we meet again. AtrOK 
Tune, " Encouragement," page 97. 

1 When shall we all meet again ? 
When shall we all meet again ? 
Oft shall glowing hope expire, 
Oft shall wearied love retire, 
Oft shall death and sorrow reign, 
Ere we all shall meet again. 

2 Though in distant lands we sigh. 
Parched beneath the hostile &y ; 
Though the deep between us rolls, 
Friendship shall unite our souls ; 
And in fimcy's wide domain, 
There shall we all meet again. 

3 WTien the dreams of life are fled, 
When its wasted lamps are dead, 
When in cold oblivion's shade. 
Beauty, wealth, and fame are laid. 
Where immortal spirits reign. 
There may we all meet again. 
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405 Close of Worship. 

Tune, <' Sicilian Hymn," page 64. 

1 Brethren, while again we venture. 
Oat on life's tempestuous sea, 

Following in His steps who leads us. 
We shall more than conquerors be. 

2 Pilgrims yet, our way lies onward. 
Through a world of death and sin, 

Only they who wrestle ever. 
Shall the crown of glory win. 

3 Strengthened by this blest ccnnmunion 
Heart with heart in union blends, 

O, how dear will be that meeting, 
Where the worship never ends. 
WiUten Ibr tba Lyzv, hj H. 8. WAMMIHr. 
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THE SACRED LYRE. 



SILOAM. C. M. 




1. Kemark, my soul, the nar-row bound Of each re-volv - ing year; 
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2. So fast e-ter-ni-ty comes on, And that im-por - tant day 
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How swift the weeks cc»n - plete their round I How e^ort the months appear I 
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When all that mor - tal life hath done Grod's judgment shall sur - yey. 
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S Awake, O God, my careless heart 
Its great concerns to see, 
That I may act the Christian part, 
And give the year to thee. 

4 So shall their course more grateful roU. 
If future years arise ; 
Or this shall bear my wadting soul 
To joy beyond the skies. 

DODDRIDGE. 

404 Close of the Tear. 

1 Awake, ye saints, and raise your eyes. 

And lift your voices high ; 
Awake, and praise that sovereign love 
That shows salvation nigh. 

2 On all the wings of time it flies ; 

Each moment brings it near : 
Then welcome each declining day ; 
Welcome each closing year. 

8 Not many years their rounds shall run, 
Nor many mornings rise, 



Ere all its glories stand revealed 
To our admiring eyes. 

4 Ye wheels of nature, speed your course ; 
Ye mortal powers, decay ; 
Fast as ye bnng the night of death, 
Ye bring eternal day. doddridgb. 

405 Closing Hymn. e. Bradford. 

1 One more petition, O our God, 

We lay oefore thy throne ; 
That thou wouldst bless us as we part, 
And our weak efforts own. 

2 O ever may the love of Grod 

Within our bosoms glow ; 
And love to man, in au our acts, 
The humble Christian show. 

3 That when thou makest up thy gems 

In yonder world of bliss, 
It may be known that not in vain 
Our mission was in this. 



CLOSING AND OFBMINO TEAB 
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SPARTA. O. M. From The Psaltery, t>7 pennisiioiL 
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1. God of our lives, thy yarions praise Our voices shall re-sound: 
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Thy hand directs our fleeting days, And brings the sea - sons round. 
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2 To thee shall grateful son^ arise, 

Our Father and our Fnend, 
Whose constant mercies from tiie aides 
In genial streams descend. 

3 In every scene of life, thy care. 

In every age, we see ; 
And constant as thy favors are, 
So let our praises be. 

4 Still may thy love, in every scene. 

In every age, appear ; 
And let the same compasaon deign 
To bless the opening year. 

5 If mercy smile, let mercy bring 

Our wandering souls to God ; 
In our affliction we shall sing, 
If thou wilt bless the rod. 

HBOINBOTHAM. 



410 New Year, Prayer for a Blessing, 

1 Now, gracious Lord, thine arm reveal. 

And make thy glory known ; 
Now let us all tny presence feel, 
And soften hearts of stone. 

2 From all the guilt of former ain 

May mercy set us free ; 
And let the year we now bc^n 
Besin and end with thee. 



3 Send down thy Spirit fix)m above, 

That saints may love thee more, 
And sinners now may learn to love 
Who never loved before. 

4 And when before thee we appear, 

In our eternal home, 
May growing numbers worship here. 
And praise thee in our room. 

WATTS. 



41 1 Beflections at the JBnd of the Year. 

1 And now, my soul, another year 

Of thy short life is past ; 
I cannot long continue here, 
And this may be my last 

2 Much of my hasty life is gone. 

Nor will return again ; 
And swift my passing moments niny— 
The few that yet remain. 

3 Awake, my soul ; with utmost care 

Thy true condition learn : rfiwrlP 
What are my hopes ? how sure f how 
AVhat is thy great concern V 

4k Behdd, another year begins ; 
Set out afresh for heaven ; 
Seek pardon for thy former 810% 
In Christ M ^e»^^ ^^:«<s^ 
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■1 dc - pari - ed Iricnda, Or Bhake at dealli'ti iilanas? 
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, 3 Why should »e tremble 
3. Then let the last loud t 
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ends, To call them t 
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There once the flesh of Je ■ sua lay, And left a long ptr - fiune. 
A - wake, j-e na-lions un - der ground, Ye stunts as-cend iho skies. 
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■113 A Warning from the Gr 
1 £eneath our Teet and o'ei 
Is equal waming given : 
Beneath us tie the countless dead, 

And tar above is heaven. 
Death ridea on every pasung breeze. 

And lurks in every flower ; 

.'£b(Ji season bus its own disease. 

Its peril every hour. 

S Turn, sinner, turn ; thy danger know 

Where'er thy foot can tread. 

The earth rings hollow from below, 

And warns thee of ber dead. 

I Turn, Christian, lum : thy soul apply 

To truths which hourly tell 

That they who underneath thee tie 

SbaJl five jn heaveo — or tall. 



414 Preparation for S 

1 If I must die, 0, let me die 
Witli hope in Jeaua' bhxxl — 

Tbe blood that saves Irom sin and guilt, 
And reconciles to God. 

2 If I must die, O, let me die 
In peace with all mankind, 

And change these Heeling joys beloir 

For pleasures more refined. 

S If I must die.— and die 1 1 

Let some kind seraph. come. 
And bear me oin bis friendl; i 

To my celestial home. 
4 Of Canaan's land, ft'om 1 

May I but have a viuw, 
Tbou<;b Jordan should o'e 

111"boldly Ten 




THE FUTURE STATE, DEATH 
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ZEFHYB. L. M. 

By permission of W. B. BRADBURY. 
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1. A-deep in Je - sus ! blessed sleep ! From which none ever wakes to weep \ 
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2. A-fileep in Je - sas I peaceful rest, Whose waking is su-preme-ly blest; 
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A calm and undisturbed re -pose, Un-broken by the dread of foes. 
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No fear, no woes, shall dim that hour, Which manifests the Saviour's power. 




3. Asleep in Jesus I O, for me 
May such a blissful refuge be ; 
Securely shall my ashes lie. 
And wait the summons from on high. 

4 Asleep in Jesus ! far from thee 
Thy kindred and their graves may be ; 
But thine is still a blessed sleep, 
From which none ever wakes to weep. 

6 Asleep in Jesus ! O, how sweet 
To be for such a slumber meet ; 
With holy confidence to sing, 
That death has lost his venomed sting ! 

MBS. MACKAY. 



416 

1 Go, spirit of the sainted dead. 

Go to thy longed for, happy home ! 
The tears of man are o'er thee shed ; 
The voice of angels bids thee come. 

2 If life be not in length of days, 

In siiveied locks ai^ furniwed bfow. 



But living to the Saviour's praise. 
How few have lived so long as thou 1 

3 Though earth may boast one gem the 
less, 

May not e'en heaven the richer be ? 
And mvriads on thy footsteps press, 

To share thy blest eternity. 

417 Death of the Bighteous, barbauld. 

1 How blest the righteous when he dies 1 
When sinks a weary soul to rest ! 

How mildly beam the closing eyes, 

• How gently heaves th' expiring breast I 

2 So fades a summer cloud away; 

So sinks the gale when storms are o'er 
So gently shuts the eye of day ; 
^ dies a wave along the shore. 

8 Farewell, conflicting hopes and fears, 
Where lights and shades altematedwdl 
How bright th' unchanging mom appean 
Farewell, inconstant worlds ftEweUL 
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THE BACBED LYRE. 



HEAVEH DESIRED, lis. 



6. KINOSLET* 
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1. I would not live al - way ; I ask not to stay 
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2. I would not liye al - way thus fet - tered by sm — 
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Temp - ta - lion with - out and cor - rap - tion witb - in : 
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The few lu - cid mora-ings that dawn on as here 
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E'en the rap - ture of par - don is min -gled with fears, 
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HEAVEN DESIRED. 
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Are fol - lowed by gloom or be - cloud - ed with fear. 
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And the cup of thanks - giv-ing with 



pen - i - tent tears. 
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3 I would not live alway ; no — welcome the tomb ; 
Since Jesus hath lain there, I dread not its gloom : 
There sweet be my rest till he bid me arise 

To hail him in triumph descending the skies. 

4 Who, who would live alway away from his GFod — 
Away from yon heaven, that blissful abode, 
Where rivers of pleasure flow bright o'er the plains, 
And the noontide of glory eternally reigns ? 

5 There saints of all ages in harmony meet, 
Their Saviour and brethren transported to greet ; 
While anthems of rapture unceasingly roll. 

And the smile of the Lord is the feast of the soul. 



419 B.eaven Anticipated, Tone, " Woodland," page 33. 

1. There is an hour of peacefril rest 

To mourning wanderers given ; 
There is a joy for souls distressed, 
A balm for evetj wounded breast ; 

'Tis found alone in heaven. 

2. There is a home for weary souls. 

By sins and sorrows driven. 
When tossed on life'^s tempestuous shoab, 
Where storms arise, and ocean rolls, 

And all is drear — 'tis heaven. 

3 There faith lifts up the tearless eye. 

The heart no longer riven, — 
And views the tempest passing by. 
Sees evening shadows quickly fly, 

And all serene in heaven. 

4 There fragrant flowers immortal bloom ^ 

And joys supreme are given ; 
There rays divine disperse the gloom ; 
Beyond the dark and narrow tomb 

Appears €ie dawn of heaven, w. b« Tk5(^^&x 



THE 8 A CEE D L YEB. 

SARBIUS. 8a, 78 & 49. 
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. Guide me, O Thou great Je - 



i-vah, Pilgrim thro' thia barren 
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land; I am weak, but thou art might-y, Hold me with thy powerfU 
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I weak, but thou art mighl-j, Hold 




^m^^^^^^^^ 




heaven, Bread of heaven, Feed me till I want no more. 
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Open Thou the crj-alal fountain, 

whenr;e the healing waters flow; 
Let the fiery, cloudy pillar 

Lead me all roy journey through ; 
Stronn Deliverer, 
M Zbon slOl my strength and duekL 



3 When r tread the verge of Jordtui, 
Bid the f welling stream divide ; 
Death o1' death, and hell's dcsCnielion, 
Land me safe on Canaan's aide; 
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SWEET IiAND OI* BEST. CM. 




1. Sweet land of rest! for thee I sigli; When will the moment come? 

2. No tran-quil joys on earth I know — No peaceful, sheltering home ; 
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When I shall lay my ar - mor by, And dwell with Christ at home. 
This worid's a wil - der - ness of wo — This worid is not my home. 




8 To Jesus Christ I sought for rest ; 

He bade me cease to roam, 
Bat fly for succor to his breast, 

And he'd conduct me home. 

4. When by affliction sharply tried, 

I viewed the gaping tomb ; 
^though I dread death's chilling tide, 

Yet still I sighed for home. 

5 Weary of wandering round and round 

This vale of sin and gloom, 
I long to leave the unhaUowed ground. 

And dwell with Christ at home. 



4 There purity with love appears, 

And bhss without alloy ; 
There they that oft had sown in tears 

Shall reap again in joy. 

W. B. TAPPAN. 



4tt3 The Peace and Bepoae of Heaven, 

1 There is an hour of hallowed peace 
For those with cares oppressed. 

When sighs and sorrowmg tears* shall 
cease, 
And all be hushed to rest 

2 TTis then the soul is freed from fears 
And doubts which here annoy ; 

Then they that oft had sown in tears 
Shall reap again in joy. 

8 There is a home of sweet repose, 
Where storms assail no more ; 

The stream of endless pleasure flows 
Ob that celestial shore. 



423 Glories of Heaven, Steele. 

1 Far from these narrow scenes of night, 
Unbounded glories rise, 

And realms of joy and pure delight, 
Unknown to mortal eyes. 

2 Fair distant land ! — could mortal eyes 
But half its charms explore. 

How would our spirits long to rise. 
And dwell on earth no more ! 

3 No cloud those blissftil regions know-* 
Keahns ever bright and rair ! 

For sin, the source of mortal wo, 
Can never enter there. 

4 Oh may the heavenly prospect fire 
Our hearts with ardent love ! 

Till wings of faith, and strong desire, 
Bear every thought above. 

5 Prepare us, Lord, by grace divine, 
For thy bright courts on hi^h ; 

Then bid our spirits rise, and jdn 
Tl>a «homs <x the sky 
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THE SACBEi) LYBE 



TAFPAN. CM. 



GEO. KIN08LET. 
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1. On Jordan's stormy banks I stand, And cast a wishftil eye To Ganaan'i 
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fair and bappy land, To Canaan's fab and happy land, Where my possessions lie. 
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2 O, the transporting, rapturous scene, 

That rises to my sight ! 
Sweet fields arrayed m living green. 

And rivers of delight I 

8 O'er all those wide extended plains 

Shines one eternal day ; 
There God, the Sun, forever reigns. 

And scatters night away. 

4 No chilling winds, or poisonous breatl^, 
Can reach that healthful shore ; 

Sickness and sorrow, pain and death. 
Are felt and feared no more. 

5 When shall I reach that happy place. 
And be forever blest ? 

When shall I see my Father's face. 
And in His bosom rest ? 

6 Filled with delight, my raptured soul 
Can here no longer stay ; 

Though Jordan's waves around me roll, 
Fearless I'd launch away. 

STEMNETT. 



425 WATTS. 

1 O, the delights, the heavenly joys, 

The glories of the place. 
Where Jesus sheds the brightest beams 

Of HiB o'erflowing grace 1 



2 Sweet majesty and awful love 
Sit smiling on His brow ; 

And all the glorious ranks above 
At humble distance bow. 

3 Archangels sound His lofly praise 
Through every heavenly street, 

And lay their highest honors down 
Submissive at His feet 

4 This is the Man, th' exalted Man, 
Whom we, unseen, adore ; 

But when our eyes behold His face, 
Our hearts shall love Him more. 

5 And while our faith enjoys this sight, 
We long to leave o»r clay ; 

And wish Thy fiery chariots. Lord, 
To bear our souls away. 
# - 

426 Treasure in Heaven, 

1 Yes, there are joys that cannot die, 
Witii Grod liMd up in store — 

Treasures, beyond the changing sky, 
More bright than golden ore. 

2 To that bright world my soul a^)ire8, 
With rapturous delif^ht: 

O for the Spirit's quickeuin^ powers, 
To speed me in my Hi^lit! 

CH. PSALMODY. 



HEAVEN. 
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THE CBOWN OP MY HOPE. 

Arranged for this work, from the fkrorite song by OLIVER SHAW. 




1. To Je - sus, the crown of my hope, My soul is in 









haste to be gone; O bear me, ye cher - u 




bim, up, And 







waft me a - way to his throne, And wafl me a - way to his throne. 




2 My Saviour, whom, absent, I love ; 

Whom, not having seen, I adore ; 
Whose ns^me is exalted above 

All glory, dominion, and power, — 

5 Dissolve thou these bonds that detain 
My soul from her portion in thee ; 

strike off this adamant chain, 
And make nfe eternally free. 

4 When that happy era begins, 

When arrayed in thy glories I shine, 

Nor grieve any more, by my sins. 
The bosom on which I recline, — 

6 O then shall the veil be removed, 
And round ij^e thy brightnece be 

poured ; 

1 shall see him whom, absent, I loved, 

Whom, not having seen, I adored. 

18 COWPKR. 



428 Happiness of Heaven. jlnon 

1 We speak of the realms of the blest. 
That country so bright and so fair ; 

And oft are its glories confessed. 
But what must it be to be there ! 

2 We speak of its freedom from sin, 
From sorrow, temptation, and care. 

From trials without and within — 
But what must it be to be there ! 

8 We speak of its service of love. 
The robes which the glorified wear. 

The church of the first-born above — 
But what must it be to be there 1 

4 O Lord, in this valley of wo. 
Our spirits for heaven prepare ; 

And shortly we also shall know 
And feel what it is to be tkere ! 
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2. Its skies are not like earthly akies, With yarying hues of abade andliglil;) 
It hatb no need of sima to me, To dis ■ si -pate the gioran of night { 
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A land up - on whose bliss-fill shoro There n 



) shadow, talla no stain ; 
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There aweepa no deso - lat 



There those who meet shall part n 
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!, And tltose long parted meet a - gain. 
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The wanderer there a home may 



1, With-ia the Par- 



130 Tht Siijhl of ChrisI tfe Jag ofHeavsa. 
1 O for a sight, a pleasing sight, 

Of our alinightj' Father's Uirone I 
There sits our Saviour.crewned mtb light, 

Clotbad with « bod}' like — 



Adoring saints arouijd jiiiu stand, 

Aiiii thrones and powers before hjm fa!!, 

The ('! od shines in^cioasibrough the man 

And sheds bright glorts cm diem alL 



HEAVEN. 
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NO SOBBOW THEBE. S. M. 

By iMirmiasion of Bar. K. W. PTJNBAB. 







1. O sing to me of Heav'n, When 1 am called to die, 
CHORUS. There'll be no more sorrow there, There'll be no more sorrow there, 
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2. When cold and slug-gish drops Boll off my mar - ble brow, 
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Sinff songs of ho - ly ec - sta - cy, To waft my soul on high ! 
In Heaven a - bove, where all is love, There'll be no more sorrow there. 
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Break forth in songs of joy - ful-ness, — Let Heaven be - mn be - low. 




8 YSThen the last moment comes, 
O, watch my dying face, 
To catch the bright seraphic gloT\[, 
Which o'er each feature p&ys. 
CHORUS. There'll, &c. 

4 Then to my raptured ear. 

Let one sweet song be given ; 
Let music charm me last on Earth, 
And greet me first in Heaven. 
CHORUS. There'll, &c. 

Then close my sightless eyes. 
And lay me down to rest. 
And clasp my cold and icy hands, 
Upon my lifeless breast 
CHORUS. There'll, &c. 

6 Than roond my lenseWis jdny, 
Aatt&bli iboM I Idy< 



And fflns of Heaven, delightful Heaven, 
My glorious home above. 
CHORUS. There'll, &c. mrs. daka. 

432 Home in Heaven, montgomebt. 

1 My Father's house on high ! 

Home of my soul ! how near. 
At times, to faith's foreseeing eye 
Thy golden gates appear 1 

2 I hear at mom and even, 

At noon and midnight hour. 
The choral harmonies of heaven 
Seraphic music pour. 

8 O, then my spirit fidnts 

To reach the land I love— 
The farisht inheritance of saints^ 
" My ffoiaiooM home abeve. 



THE aACRBD LYRE, 

SAINT'S HOME. 10b ft llB. 



^mM^ummm 







mm 



at the bao-quet of mer - cy ttere'a toom, 

in tlie prea-enco of Je - sns at---- home. 
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Elame, borne, airect, Bweet home, Prepare me, dear Saviour, for 




2 Sweet boDcIs that unite all the children of peace I 
And thriee pmcioiw Jesus, whose love cannot cease 
Though oft from thj presence ia sadness I roam, 
I long to behold thee, in gloTy at home. 

S I a'^h from this body of rin !o be free, 

Which hinders my joy and eommunion with diee ; 
Thouo;h now my temptations like billows may foam. 
All, m will be peace, wben'l'm with thee si home 

4 I long, dearest Lord, in &y beauties to Bhine, 
No more as an exile, in sorrow to pine, 
And in thv dear image, arise from the tomb, 
"With glonhed millions to praae thee, at home. 
Home, home, sweet, sweet home, 
Beceive me, dear Saviour, in glory, my home. 
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nSBUSALEH. C. H. 
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Aizauged Ibr this wwk. 
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1» Je - ru - sa-lem, my happy home, O how I long for thee ; 
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2« Thy walls are all of precious stone, Most glorious to be - hold; 





When will my sorrows have an end? Thy joys when shall I see? 




Thy gates are rich - ly set with pearl ; Thy streets are paved with gold. 
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8 If heaven be thus glorious, Lord, 
Why should I stay from thence? 

What folly's this, that I should dread 
To die and go from hence ? 

4 Reach do wn , O Lord, thine aim of grace, 
And cause me to ascend 

Where congregations ne'er break up, 
And Sabbaths never end. 

5 My friends, I bid you all adieu— 
I leave you in God's care ; 

And if 1 never more see you, "* 

(to on, I'll meet you there. 

% When we've been there ten thousand 
years, 
l>ri;zht sinning as the sun. 
We've no It'ss days to sing God's praise 
Than when we first begun. 

19* ECXINOTOV* 



435 The Heavenly Jerusalem. 

1 Jerusalem ! my glorious home ! 
Name ever dear to me ; 

When shall my labors have an end, 
In joy, and peace, and thee ? 

2 O when, thou city of my God, 
Shall I thy courts ascend. 

Where couOTegations ne'er break up, 
And Sabbaths have no end V 

d There happier bowers than Eden*, 
bloom. 

Nor sin nor sorrow know ; 
Blest seats, thro' rude and stonny scene. 

I onward press to you. 

4 Jerusalem ! my glorious home ! 

My soul still pants for thee ; 
Then shall my labors have an end, 

When I thy joys shall see. 

ICOKTGOM£BT. 
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THE SACRS0 LTBE. 



FOBEVEB WITH THB {>OBD. S. M. 

Composed for the Lyre, by Rev. G. BOBBINS. 




1. "Por-€v - er with the Lorj!" So, Jesia, let it be: 
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Life from the dead is in that word; Tis im-mor-tal - i - ty. 
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2 Here in the body pent, 

Absent from diee I roam ; 
Yet nightly pitch my moving tent, 
A day's march nearer home. 

3 Forever with the Lord ! 

Saviour, if 'ti« thy will, 
The promise of that faithiul word, 
E'en here to me fulfil. 

4 So when my latest breath 

Shall rend the vail in twain, 
By death I shall escape from death, 
And life eternal gam. 

5 Knowing as I am known. 

How shall I love that word. 
And oft repeat before the throne — 

Fob EVER WITH THE LORD. 

MONTGOMERY. 



43T 

1 O for the death of those 

Who slumber in the Lord ! 

O be like their's my last repose. 

Like their's m^y last reward. 

2 Their bodies in the ground, 

In silent hope may lie, 
Till the last trumpet's joyful sound 
Shall call them to the sky. 

3 Their ransomed spirits soar 

• On wings of faith and love, . 
To meet the Saviour they adore. 
And reign with him above. 

4 With us their names shall live 

Through long succeeding years. 
Embalmed with all our hearts can giTe 
Our praises and our tears. 

BAP. COLLSCTIOK. 
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BEV. A. ]>. MERRILL. 

End. 



1. Joyfully, Joyfully onward I move, Bound for the land of bright spirits above} 
Angelic chOTisters sing as I come, "Joyfally, joyfully, haste to thy home." 
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Pilgrim and stranger no more shall I roam, JoyfUly, joyfully, resting at home. 
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Soon, with my pilgrimage ended below, Home to the land of bright spirits I go, 






Friends fondly cherished have passed on 

before, 
Waiting, they watch me approaching the 

shore ; 
Singinff to cheer me through death's chil- 

fing gloom, 
*'Joyfully, joyfully, haste to thy home." 
Sounds of sweet melody fall on my ear; 
Harps of the blessed, your voices I hear! 
Kings with the harmony heaven's high dome, 
*' Joyfully, joyfully haste to thy home. 

^ 3 

Death, with thy weapons of war lay me low. 
Strike, King of terrors, I fear not the blow; 
Jesus hath broken the bars of the tomb: 
Joyfully, joyfully will I go home. 
Bright will the morn of eternity dawn,- 
Death shall be banished, his sceptre be gone; 
Joyfully then, shall I witness his doom; 
Joyfullj , joyfully, safely at home. 

439 The Christian Victor, 

1 
Ilappy the spirit released from its clay; 
Happy the soul that goes bounding away; 
Bin'i^ing, as upward it hastes to the skies, 
" Victory! victory! homeward I rise." 



Many the toils it has passed through below 
Many the seasons of trial and wo ; 
Many the doubtings it never should sing, 
Victory ! victory ! thus on the wing. 

2 

There lies the wearisome body at rest; 
Closed are its eyelids, and quiet its breast} 
But the glad spirit, on pinions of light, 
" Victory, victory,*' sings in its flight. 
While we are weeping our friends gon« fk^m 

earth. 
Angels are singing their heavenly birth: 
" Welcome, welcome to our happy shore, 
Victory! victory! weep ye no more." • 

. 3 
How can we wish them recalled from their 

home, 
Longer in sorrowing exile to roam ? 
Safely they passed from their troubles be^ 

neath. 
Victory ! victory I shoutlns in death ; 
Thus let them slumber, till Christ from tlw 

skies, 
Bids them in glorified bodies arise ; 
Singing, as upward they spring from the 

tomb, 
'* Victory! victory I Jesus hath eomel'' 
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1. Wto are these in brigbt array, This ex-u!£-ine> happy throng, 



Round the al - tar, night and day. Hymning one tri - lunphant soQgf-— 
Wiadooi, rich - es to ob ■ tain ; New do - mia - ion every hour." 
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Blessing, honor, 
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2 These through fiery tiiab trod ; 

Thesu IVom great affliction cam 
Now bel'orH the throne of God, 

Sealed with his ahninhty name 
. Clad in raitaent pure and white, 
1 Victor palms in every band, 

I Through their dear Redeemer's might, 

More than conquercrs they stand. 

3 HuD^r, thirst, dioeafe unlinonn, 

On immortal fruits they feed ; 
Them, the Lsmb amid the throne, 

Shall to living fountainB lead : 
Jov nn'l {Tla(lne>^ banish ngba; 

Perfect love ili^ipeU all fears ; 
Anil lorevi^r from iheir eycB 
'God shall wipe away the teats. 

^m HO^'TGOMEK-I. 
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1 Watchman, tell us of the night, 

What its signs of promise are. 
Traveller, o'er yon monntain'a height. 

See that glory beaming Btarl" 
Watchman, i.'oes its beauteons ray 

Au^ht of hope or joy tbretelt ? 
Traveller, yea ; it brings the day, 

Promised day of Israel. 

2 Watchman, tell us of the night, 

For the morning seems to dawn- 
Traveller, darkness takes its flight, 

Doubt and terror are withdrawn. 
Watchman, let thy wandenngs cease j 
Hie thee to thy quiet home. 
Traveller, lo '■ the Priore of Feacc^ 

Lo! the Son of God i 
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THE HAPPY IiAZTD. 







1. There is a happy land, Far, far a - way, ) 
Where saints in glory stand, Bright, bright as day ; ) 0, how they sweetly sing. 
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Worthy is onr Saviour King, Loud let his praises ring, Praise^ praise for aye. 










2 Come to that happy land, 

Come, come away ; 
Why will ye doubting stand, 

Why still delay ? 
Oh, we shall happy be, 
When, from sin and sorrotr free, 
I^ord, we shall live with thee, 

Blest, blest for aye. 

. 8 Brifvht, in that happy land. 

Beams every eye ; 
Kept by a Father's hand, 

Love cannot die. 
Oh, then, to glory run ; 
Be a crown and kingdom won ; 
And bright, above the sun, 

We reign for aye. 

4 43 The House of Prayer, 

1 Sweet is the House of Prayer, 
Dear, hallowed place ; 
Oil let me thence repair, 

For heavenly grace. 
There Jesus meets his own, 
Thore he makes his favor known. 
While saints surround the throne, 
And seek his face. 



2 Lord, in this House of Prayer, 
Thy Word be taught ; 
Here ransomed souls declaim 
What grace hath wrought: 
Here precious numbers meet. 
Sitting at the Saviour's feet, 
While living waters sweet 
To them are brought. 

S Blest be this House of Prayerj 
Lord, to thee given ; 
Here hearts thpr mercy sbarei 

By sorrow nven. 
Oh, bless thy people dear, 
And to all who gather here, 
May this glad p&ce appear 
The gate of Heaven. 

4 When in the House of Prayer 
We meet no more ; 
When all our earthly care 

Is ever o'er ; 
Oh, may we meet above. 
In our Father's bouse of love. 
And Jesus' friendship ptovei 
On Canaan's shore. 

1. 1>. 
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ta, Wheu It breaks upon tliBBbore; Bee JeliaTah'abaiinerfurled;She*lhedhIa 
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awonlj lie BTMatBj'LlBdonB! Now the kinedomsoftliiB world Are tbelilnirdorn of his Son. 
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a Hallelujah T for the Lord 

God omnipotent shall reign : 

► Hallelujah ! let the word 
Ei^ho round the earth and main; 
Ilallclojah ! hark ! the sound, 
From the centre lo tho skies, 
Wakes above, beneath, around, 
All I'rMuoQ's bariui}nie& 
S lie shall reiini from pole to pole. 
With supri^me, unhoitnded swaj' ; 
He ^hall rL'ign, when, like a scroll. 

Yonder aeavetia have passed awaj. 
Then (he end; — iMneath his rod 

Man's last enemy shall fall; 
Ballelujahl Christ in God, 
"-' "- '^'-= ' is ftU in alL 






445 The Song of Jubilee. BtCOS. 

1 Wake the song of jubilee ; 
Let it echo o'er the sea ; 

Now is coma the promised hour; 
JeauB reigns with sovereign power. 
All ye nations, j<Hn and sing, 
" Christ, of lon^ and kings, in King' 
Let it sound from shore lo shore ; 
Jesus reigns forevennore. 

2 Now the desert lands rejtricej 
And the islands join their vace; 
Yea the whole creation singa, 

" JeauB is the King of kings," 



SUPPLEMENT. 
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End 
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1. Mary to the Saviour's tomb, Hasted at the early dawn ; > 
8pice she brought, aud rich perfume, But the Lord she loved had gone. ) 

_ ^-(Sg, 



^^ 




Trembling while a crystal flood, Issued from her weeping eyes. 
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For awhile she lingering stood, Filled with sorrow and sur - prise, 
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But her sorrows quickly fled 

When she heanl his welcome vtrice ; 
Christ had risen from the dead — 

Now he bids her heart rejoice. 
What a change his word can make, 

Turning darkness into day ; 
Ye who weep for Jesus' sake, 

He will wipe your tears away. 

He who came to comfort her. 

When she thought her all was lost, 
Will for your relief appear. 

Though you now are tempest tost 
On his arm your burden cast ; 

On his love your thoughts employ ; 
Weeping for a while may la9t, 

But the morning brings the joy. 
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For Mite-Societies, 



Little rain-drops feed the rill. 

Rills to meet the brooklet glide; 
Brooks the broader rivers fill. 

Rivers swell the ocean's tide, — 
Ocean, — that with solemn note, 

Proudly rears a foaming crest, 
While the mightiest navies float 

Lightly o'er its billowy breast 



2 So, the dew-drops gathered here, — 

Mites from willing childhood's hand, 
Shall those streams of bounty cheer, 

That with greenness clothe the land ; 
With that sea of love shall blend, 

Which the gospel's grace doth poor, 
And the name of Jesus send 

E'en to earth's remotest shore. 
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Christian Joy, 



Children of the heavenly King, 
As ye journey, sweetly sing ; 
Sing your Saviour's worthy praise, 
Glorious in his works and ways. 
Ye are travelling home to God, 
In the way the father's trod ; 
They are happy now — and ye 
Soon their happiness shall see. 

Shout, ye little flock, and blest ; 
You on Jesus' throne shall rest : 
There your seat is now prepared-— 
There your kingdom and reward. 
Lord, submissive make us go^ 
Gladly leaving all below ; 
Only thou our leader be ; 
And we still will fidlow thee. 

oannox* 
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THS 6ACBED LTBB. 



OONSEOSATIdN. C. M. 

Composed finrtUs ivoik hf 3, A 




li Je - BUS, the to - ry tboaght of thee, With sweetness fills my breast ; 








Bat sweeter far thy face to see, And in thy presence rest. 

-J. 
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t Nor voice can sing, nor heart can frame, 
Nor can the memory find 
A sweeter sound than thy blest name, 
Saviour of mankind ! *- 

3 hope of everv contrite heart I 

O Joy of all the meek ! 
To those who fall, how kind thou art! 
How good to those who seek \ 

4 But what to those who find? Ah! this, 

Nor tongue nor pen can show ; 
The love of Jesus, what it is. 
None but his loved ones know. 

BBKlTABt). 



450 Love to Christ, 

1 Do not I love thee, 0, my Lord 7 

Behold my heart and see ; 
And turn the dearest idol, out, 
That dares to rival thee. 

2 Is not thy name melodious still 

To mine attentive ear t 
Doth not each pulse with pleasure bound, 
Mv Saviour's voice to hear ? 

r 

8 Hast thou a lamb in all thv flock 
I would disdain to feed f 
Hast thou a foe before whose face 
I fear thy cause to plead 1 

$ Thou knowcst I love thee, dearest Lord; 
But f I long to soar 



Far from the sphere of mortal joys, 
That I may loVe thee more. 

5 Would not my heart pottr forth its blood 

In honor of thy name ? 
And challenge tne cold hand of death 

To damp th' immortal flame 7 

- 

451 " TJungs hoped for," 

1 These are the crowns that we shall wear, 

When all the saints are crowned; 
These are the palms that we shall bear 
On yonder holy ground. 

2 These are the robes, unsoiled and white, 

Which we shall then put on,' 
When, foremost ^rnong the sons of light. 
We sit on yonder throne. 

3 That is the city of the saints. 

Where we so soon shall stand. 
When we shall strike these desert-tents, 
And quit this desert-land. 

4 Then welcome toil, and care, and pain! 

And welcome sorrow, too ! 
All toil is rest, all grief is ^ain. 
With such a prize in view. 

6 Come, crown and throne ; come, robe and 

palm; 
Burst forth, glad stream of peace! 
Come, holy city of the Lamb f 
Rise, Sun of Righteousness! 
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452 Not ashamed of Christ, orego. 

Tune — '' Sweet Hour of Prayer, *' page 14. 

1 Jesus ! and shall it ever be, 
.A mortal man ashamed of thee! 

Ashamed of thee, whom angels praise, 
Whose glories shine thro' endless days ! 

2 Ashamed of Jesus ! sooner far 
Let evening blush to own a star: 
He sheds the beams of light divine 
O'er thid benighted soul of mine. 

3 Ashamed of Jesus ! just as soon 
Let midnight be ashamed of noon ; 
'Tis midnight with my soul till he, 
Bright Morning-Star ! bid darkness flee. 

4 Ashamed of Jesus ! that dear friend, 
On whom my hopes of heaven" depend ! 
No ; when I blush, be this my shame, 
That I no more revere his name. 

5 Ashamed of Jesus ! yes I may, 
When I've no guilt to wash away. 
No tear to wipe, no good to crave, 
No fears to quell, no soul to save. 

6 Till then — nor is my boasting vain — 
Till then, I boast a Saviour slain 1 
And O, may this my glory be. 

That Christ is not ashamed of me. 



453 Glorying in the Cross. 

Tune—'' Glorious Tidings," page 188. 

1 In the cross of Christ I glory. 

Towering o'er the wrecks of time ; 
All the light of sacred story 
Gathers round its liead sublime. 

2 When the woes of life o'ertake me, 

Hopes deceive, and fears annoy, 
Never shall the cross forsake me ; 
Lo ! it glows with peace and joy. 

'8 When the sun of bliss is beaming 
Light and love upon my way. 
From the cross the radiance streaming 
Adds new lustre to the day. 

4 Banc and blessing, pain and pleasure, 
Bv the cross are sanctified : 
Peace is there that knows no measure, 
Joys that through all time abide. 
b In the cross of Christ I glory, 

Towering o'er the wrecks of time ; 
All the light of sacred story 
Gathers round its head sublime. 

19 BO WRING. 



454 Love to the Church. dwight 

Tane— Shirland, page 158. 

1 I love thy kingdom. Lord, 

The house of thine iibode. 
The church our blest Redeemer saved 
With his own precious blood. 

2 Beyond my highest joy 

I prize her heavenly ways. 
Her sweet communion, solemn vows, 
Her hymns of love and praise. 

3 Jesus, thou Friend divine, 

Our Saviour and our King : 
Thy hand from every snare and foe 
Shall great deliverance bring. 

4 Sure as thy truth shall last. 

To Zion shall be given 
The brightest glories earth can yield, 
And brighter bliss of heaven. 
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Heavenly Joy on Earth. WATTi 
Tune->Kentucky, page 16. 

1 Come, we that love the Lord, 

And let our joys be known ; 
Join in a song with sweet accord, 
And thus surround the throne. 

2 Let those refuse to sing 

That never knew our God ; 
But children of the heavenly King 

May speak his praise abroad. 
8 The hill of Zion yields 

A thousand sacred sweets, 
Before we reach the heavenly fields. 

Or walk the golden streets. 
4 Then let our songs abound, 

And every tear be dry ; [ground, 
We're marching through Immanuel's 

To fairer worlds on high. 
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Heavenly Sabbath, doddridob 
Tune — Ward, page 55. 

1 Thine Earthly Sabbaths, Lord, we love; 
But there's a nobler rest above ; 

To that our longing souls aspire, 
With cheerful hope, and strong desire. 

2 No more fatigue, no more distress, 
Nor sin nor death shall reach the place; 
No groans shall mingle with the songs 
Which dwell upon immortal tongue& 

3 O long expected day begin : 

Dawn on these realms of pain and sin ; 
With joy we'll tread th'appointed road, 
And sleep in death to reat ^iKjL^Qffs^ 
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THB SACKED LTBE. 



THB SUNDAY SOHOOI^ O. K. 



V 







There is a fountain filled with blood, Drawn from Immanuers veins ; 




CHORUS. I do believe, I now believe, That Jesus died for me, 




And mnners, plunged beneath that flood, Lose all their guil-ty stains. 
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And through his blood, his precious blood, •! shall from sin be free. 



457 The Sunday School. 

1 Sweet Sunday School 1 1 love the place, 

I love its good to share ; 
I love to see each happy face, 
I love to be one there. 

CHORUS. 

And as I learn, of Jesus learn, 
Who loves a child like me, 

I would from sin and folly turn. 
His own dear lamb to be. 

2 Sweet Sunday School I there, with de- 

light. 
My teacher's words I hear; 
I love to say my lesson right, 
I love the Bible dear. 

8 Sweet Sunday School ! O, how I love 
Its jprecious hymns to sing ; 
It makes me think of heaven above, 
Where angel vcnces ring. 

8. i>. rasLTs. 

Oontinaed ttom page 49. 

4 Thus might I hide my blushing face 

While his dear cross appears. 

Dissolve my heart in thankfulnesi. 

And melt mine eyes to tears. 

6 But drops of grief can iie'«r repay 
The aebt of love I owe ; 
Here, Lord, I give mvtelf away, 
Oltt an that I can da 
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Social Prayer. 



1 From busy toil and heavy care 

We turn the weary mind ; 
And in the place of social prayer 
Our sanctuary' find. 

CHORUS. 

The welcome hour, the peaceful hoar 

It is the hour of prayer ; 
Our souls receive renewing power, 

For Jesus meets us there. 

2 The voice that stilled the stormy waves 

On distant Galilee, 
Speaks once attain, and at the sound. 
Retires another sea. 

3 The restless waves of care and strife 

Obey the mighty voice ; 
Peace broods the quiet waters o'er, 
And all our souls rejoice. 

4 These henven-bright houp too soon 

are past ; 
Grant, Lord, this greater boon ; 
A place where -worship never ends, 
&or night succeeds to noon. 

CBORUB, FOR KOOX MEETIKO. 

The mid- day hour, the noontide hoar 

It 18 the hour of prayer ; 
Oar souls receive renewing power) 

For Jesus meets us there. 



SUPPLEMENT. 
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THE CBOSS BEFORE THE CROWN. 

Compowd for the Lyre, by E. HAMILTON. 






1 Come, friends, and let our hearts awake, To duty's' call at - tending; 
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The cross well take for Jesns' sake, Our toils and praises blend - ing. 
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For He will come, and bring us home. Where rest and joy endr* nev - er ; 
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The cross laid down, well wear the crown, And shout his praise for-ev - er. 
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2 Gird on the heaven! v armor bright, 
And standing? up lor Jesus, 
Watch, pray and fight, as sons of light. 
Till from the war he frees us. 

'Tis sweet to trust his glorious Word, 
His name and grace confessing; 

Who serve the Lord have great reward, 
And share His richest blessing. 



4 Let Jesus' love fill every mind. 

Oar faith and hope inspiring* 
What worldlings find we leave behlndt 
Immortal crowns deeirlng. 

5 The painfUl cross for us He bore, 

And bowed in death's cold rivei>^ 
! for the power to love Him more. 
Who did our souls deliver. 



i 
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THE SACBED LTBE. 
"STAND UP FOR JESUS." 

Composed for the Lyre, by B. IIAMILTOIT. 
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1. Stand up for Jesus! Strengthened by his hand, E*en I, tho' young, have 
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ventured thus to stand ; But soon cut down, as maimed and faint I lie, Hear, O my 









j friends, the charge with which I die — Stand up for Je - sus ! 
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2 Stand up for Jesus ! All who lead his host ! 
Crowned with the presence of the Holy Ghost ; 
Shrink from no foe, to no temptations yield ; 
Urge on the triumphs of this glorious field — 

Stand up for Jesus! 

3 Stand up for Jesus ! ye of every name, 

All one in prayer, and all with praise afiame ; 
Forrjet the sad estrangements of the past, 
With one consent, in love and peace at last — 

Stand up for Jesus ! 

4 Stand up for Jesus ! Lo ! at God*s right hand, 
Jesus himself for us delights to standi 

Let saints and sinners wonder at his £;race; 
Let Jews and Gentiles blend, and all our race 

Stand up for Jesus 1 



I^fI>E)X OF HYMNS. 



A. charge to keep • 16 

Awuiiint tiiyself • • 69 

A diibtor to mercy 152 

Ah, Kuiltv sinner 70 

Ah, whit 'can 1 102 

Aha: ami did ray 49 

AH hail the power 38 

All vo who feel 9G 

AiiriKinggrciCQ 118 

Am t a BoUier 147 

Ami am I only bora 76 

Anciiiid theholv 4S 

And now my Boul 197 

Anjcls Irani the realms 61 

Aiis>=ls ™'l '''* '■o*^'^ ^0 

A nol her day is past 191 

Arise in all thy splendor 18* 

Arise my soul, anse • ■ • 1 60 

Arise my soul, to Piagah's 184 

Arm ot' the Lord, awake 181 

A'lieep in Jeaus 199 

As o'er the past 185 

Attend ye sainta 121 

Aaspieioiis morning 187 

Awake and sing 25 

Awaited by Sinai's 105 

Awake, my soul 43 

Awake our souls 148 

' Awake ye Baints 198 

Beliold ! a stranger 98 

Behold! Behold the Lamb liS 

Behold the expected time 180 

Behold the light is 188 

Behold the mountain 17B 

Beliold the Saviour 49 

Beneath our feet 198 

Bf-idu the gospel pool 101 

Bli>.sjthe r^rd, O my soul -,-• 137 

Ble^t are the Bons 163 

Bli'Bt lie the tie 11 

Blest Jesus, while in 41 

Biow ye the trumpet 87 

Brctliren, while ag^n »»o 

Bro:id is the road ,J; 

Children of Zion 1" 

Christian see the Orient ,• • • J^ 

Cbrutiatu, tlie gloNOM hBr»- . 



Christ the Lord is riaen W 

Come, at the Saviour's c«U 8i 

Come, dearest Lord T 

Come, happy souls 33 

Come, ht-iv enly love 44 

Come, Holy i^irit, calm T 

Come,Holy Spirit 84 

Come, humble siuaer • 96 

Come in, thou blessed 143 

Come, let us join our 39 

Come, let us lift our 10 

Come, Lord, in mercy 6ft 

Come, mourning sinnen 8S 

Come, thou desire 41 

Come, thou fount 21 

Come, to Calvary's 109 

Come, to JesDS 88 

Come to the place ot pnyw t 

Come, weary souls M 

Come, ye disconsolate 88 

Come, ye unners, poor B9 

Come, ye sinners 88 

Crown his head 64 

Crown the Saviour 6T 

Dark WM the night 49 

Day of judgmem 80 

Dearest c^ all the names 44 

Dear Saviour, we r^jmce 143 

Deiaj not, delay not 60 

Did Christ o'er sjnners 1« 

Urawniuh to us 8 

Dread Jehovah ! God ISfl 

Eternal source IM 

Eternal SjMrit, God 8S 

Farewell, farewell 183 

Farewell, farewell to ISO 

Farewell, my dear 104 

Far from mortal cares 12B 

Far from theae narrow SOS 

P»ther of mercies 38 

For a season called 19A 

Fountain of mercy 189 

Fount of eTerlastina; lore 141 

From all that dwell 184 

FJom every earthly............. IIT 

Fromerery stormy Ur 3A 

nam Qtwnlud's> IM 
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^ram the croH ■ 

from whence doth this - ■ 
Goiitiv, Lord, O gently ■ 

Gird ihy swort on 

Glorious thinji of thee- • 
" '9 my strong 
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Go, spirit of the sainted 199 

Go, to dark Getlisomane (jO 

Great God, attend 42 

Great God, let all my 188 

Great God, the natJOBS 118 

Great Il,.d,:i.mer. Friend 129 

Guide m<; O liiou pru&t 202 

Hail, sweetest, tlearest tie 195 

Hail, thou blest morn 36 

Hail, thou happy mom 61 

Hail, thou long expected 87 

Hail, to the l^rd'a 171 

Hark, a distant voice 173 

Hark, from yon wilds, 181 

'Harfc, my soul, it is 8 

Hark, sinner, hark' 



»e..- 101 

- - Ibooit 28 

12-^ iove lo steal awLile away 22 

73 J'm not ashamtd 147 

"" I'miviinry of straying 159 

In all my l^ord's 143 

In evil long I took Hi 

In one frBtcrDal 153 

In soQ<isol' sublime 19 

In iliy "rout name 10 

Iniliyuamc, Lord 12 

I saw beyond tlio tomb 31 

Ificnd ihojmsol' earth 120 

Isles of the s<;uth 115 

la there no hope- ■ 



Hark, the glad sound SJ. fli 

Itark, the gospel on i. 



e of love 48. -Jesus my all 



lolamenta-- 16 J 



Hark, the 
Hark ! the v< 
Hark, what i 
Hark ! what 

Haste, O sinner 

Hear, gracious Sovereign 

He dies, the Friend ox 

He lives, the Great 52 

Hethatgoethforth 66 

How blest the righteous 199 

How can I sleep 193 

How charming the 11 

How tew the word 65 

How firm a fcundation 158 

How happy every child 156 

How lost was my condition 117 

How lovely the phuto 18 

How painfully pleawng SO 

How sweet, how heavenly 164 

How sweetly flowed 69 



How 



t the 11 



How sweet the name 

How iLillous aud taateless' 

If human kindness 45 
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198 
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I would not live nlway ■ 

Jerusalem, my glorious 209 

Jerusalem, my happy home 209 

Jesus, 4knr name 91 

Jesus full of all compaadon 100 

Jesus, hail enthroned 54 

Jesus, I love thy-charroing- - 



mye 
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Jesus my strength 25 

Jesus shall reign 181 

Jesus sought me '115 

62 Jesus thou art the mnner*B IT 

'" Jesus thy love shall we 67 

Jesus who knows 16, 20 

Jesus -ico bow btforc 184 

Join all the glorious 53 

Just as lam 110 

Kindred in Christ 148 

Know, my soul, thy 109 

Laborers of Christ 161 

Let everlasting glories 29 

Let party names 158 

Let pure cloudsof incense 19 

Let saints below 155 

Let saints on earth 39 

Let thy kingdom ■ 68 

Light of those, whose 129 

Lite is ibo time 74 

Lo Je^us. thci S-u iour 68 

Loot, ye saints, the day 16i . 

Look, ye saints, the sight bJ 

iA«oaBuioKwij[--. — ■■:••• !' 
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IKDSX OF HYMKB. 



Lord, God tbe Holy Ghost * • 

Lord, how deli«;litful 

Lord, I am thine 110, 

Lord, in the morning 

Lord, look on all 

Lord, may tliy goodness 

JjOrd of heaven and earth 

Lord, of mv life 

I^ord, send thv word 

f ^ord, thou hast won 

Lord, 'tis sweet 

Lord, we come before 

f jord, what a heaven • • • 

Lord, what a wretched 

Lord, when we bow 

Lord, while for all 

Love divine, all Iovg 

Love is the fountain 

Love is the strongest 

Lo ! what a jrlorious sight 

Lo! what an entertaming 

Majestic; sweetness 

May I resolve with all 

'Miil scenes of confusion 

Morning breaks upon 

Morn of Zion's glory* • 

Mourning sinner 

Must Jesus bear the cross 

Mv countrv ! 'tis of thee 

My days, my weeks 

j\Iy Father's house 

^ly former hopes .*..*.... 

^ly God, how endless 

My God, my lite 

ISIy God, permit me 

IVly gracious Lord • • • • 

]\iy heavenly home 

jMy Saviour, my Almighty 

My soul, be on thy guard 

Nature with open volume 

Nay, I cannot let thee go. ...... . 

No more, my (iod 

Now gracious Lord 

Now let our souls 

Now the Saviour standeth 

Now the shades • 

Now we hail the happy 

Now we the gospel 

O bless the Lord, my soul 

O careless sinner, come 

O'er the gkxxi^ hHk 
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15 

130 

190 

185 

188 

18G 

190 

179 

104 

8 

8 

15 

40 

83 

189 

128 

146 

146 

178 

155 

40 

130 

208 

50 



165^*0 thou, my soul, forget* 



93 
140 
164 

77 
207 
101 
150 
153 

24 
150 
181 
149 
162 

59 

13 
148 
197 
150 

71 
192 
169 
171 
146 

88 



O'er the realms ICS 

O fly, mourning sinner 9i 

O for a closer walk *33 

O for a sight 206 

O for a thousand 39 

Oft the tidings 93 

O happy day that fixed 106 

O how divine, how sweet 125, 1 33 

O how happy are they 119 

O Jesus, keep me near 140 

O Jesus, our Saviour 137 

O I^rd, our God 177 

O Lord, thy tender 32 

O Lord, thy work 61 

One more petitioif • 1 96 

On Jordan's stormy 204 

On the mountain's top 1 68 

On Thibet's snow-capt 183 

Onward, onward men 167 

O Saviour, welcome 140 

O sing to me of heaven 207 

O sun of righteousness 62 

O that my load of sin 103 

O the delights, the heavenly 204 

O thou, in whose 19 



55 

O thou, that hear'st- • ; • •' 105 

O thou, sun of glorious * • • • 166 

O thou, the wretched's 33 

O thou who dryest 33 

O turn ye 68 

O when shall I see Jesus 1 16 

O where is now that 62 

O where shall rest 82 

Our souls by love 156 

Out on an ocean 1 22 

O Zion, tune tliy voice 1 74 

People of the living God 141 

Plunged in a gulf 41 

Praise, my soul, the God .• • • 21 

Prayer is the breath 27 

Prayer is the contrite • • • % 27 

Prostrate, dear Jesus 102 

Quench not the Spirit 78 

Rejoice for Christ 113,181 

196 

78 

62 

176 

168 



Remark my soul 

Repent, the voice 

Revive thy churches 

Revive thy work, O Lord 
lUse gracioas God 



169 jJUse, my floul, aod< 



INDBX OP HTMHrs. 



Sim of glory 174 

^ Rock of Ajjes 60 

Rouse vc at the Saviour's 67 

Salvation, .0 the joyful 149 

Saviour, licar us • • » * • • * • • 

Sa^'iour visit thy 61 

Saw ve not the cloud ?• • 124 

Say sinner, hath a voice ? • • • 78 

See from Zion*s sacred* • • 169 
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Send, O send the glorious* ••••.. 

Serene, I laid me down 

Sliine, mighty Grod 

Show pity, Lord 

Sinfj all ye ransomed • 

Sinner go, will you g6 

Sinner, O why so thoughtless 

Sinners are bending 

Sinners hear the melting 

Sinners obey the gospel 

Sinners turn 

Softly now the light of day 

Soldiers of Christ, arise 

Sons of (lav, arise 

Soon may the last* 

Sound, sound the truth 164 

Sovereign grace has 1 24 

Sovereiim of worlds above 1 75 
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191 

179 

72 

146 

86 

78 

112 

92 

95 

75 

192 

162 



181 

151 

85 

155 

148 

14 

27 
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The Lord into Ins gatden 126 

The Lord will happiness 133 

The morning light is breaking 170 

The pity of the Loni 162 

100 j^^e praj-ing spirit 20 

The ransomed sprit 69 

There is a fountam 41 

There is a land mine eye 206 

There is a land of pure 134 
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